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PREFACE TO THE FIRST EDITION. 



In giving to the Public a selection from the 
Poems left by my dear Sister, I would remark 
that as they were not written with a view to 
publication, — (a course from which her timidity 
would have shrunk — ) they have had no correction 
with such view, by the Writer, unless we except 
about half a dozen pieces, which the Reader may 
have met with in the " Peace Advocate," &c. It 
is, therefore, hoped that this consideration will 
avert severe criticism. 

They were composed in the intervals of a busy 
life, to gratify, comfort, or instruct those in whom 
she was interested; and ^dth the humble hope 
that it might be, as she once expressed it, " one of 
her ways of doing good ;'' and whilst it is believed 
that those who loved and esteemed her, (and they 
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were not few — ) would desire to possess these pro- 
ductions in a collected form, it was also thought 
that there might be others beyond the circle of her 
acquaintance, to whom, from congeniality of senti- 
ment and feeling, they would prove acceptable. 

Her character, as an ardent admirer of the 
Beautiful and the Good, is depicted in these pages ; 
and they also bear testimony to her love for Him 
whose she desired to be, and whose love and peace 
were evidently with her in her short passage 
through that dark valley, which has, we reverently 
believe, been her entrance into Everlasting Rest. 

Priscilla Marsh. 

d'oydon^ Sunrey; 

mnth Month, 1860. 



PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION. 



The favourable reception which the " Poetical 
Remains " of my beloved Daughter has met with, 
evinced by the many testimonials of approbation 
which have been received, and the promptness 
with which the edition has been disposed of, have 
induced me to reprint the volume ; and this second 
edition is oifered with the humble hope that 
through the Divine^ blessing, a wider circulation of 
it may continue to prove both interesting and 
instructive to the reader. 

John Finch Marsh. 

Croydon, Surrey; 

Third Month, 1861. 



NOTE BY THE EDIfOR. 

The Poem entitled "Spiritual Consolation," at page 18 in the Fint Edition, 
was sent to the Editor after her dear Sister's decease, believing it to be her 
oomposition. She has since received information that it was from another 
band. Another piece is therefore now inserted in its place. 
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" FOR 80 HE GIVETH HIS BELOVED SLEEP." 

FSALX czxvn. 2. 

Sleep, my beloved, sleep — 

The stormy winds are high — 
The gathered lightnings sweep 
In splendour through the sky, — 
Yet fear thou not the tempest's voice of dread, 
While keeps my love its vigil round thy bed. 

Rest, my beloved, rest — 

The ocean waves beat loud — 
Each billow's foaming crest 
Involves thee like a shroud, — 
Yet shrink not. Christian, from the raging main — 
/ bind the waters in their crystal chain. 

Peace, my beloved, peace — 

Do anxious thoughts appal ? 
At my command they cease — 
My word dispels them all. 
Dark though the visions o'er thy slumber hung. 
Rouse not, nor start, my arms are round thee flung. 

B 2 
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Sleep, my beloved, sleep — 
The brazen voice of war, 
From vale and mountain-steep, 
Is thundered forth afar, — 
That awful trump the nations quake to hear, 
Falls but in distant murmurs on thine ear. 

Hush ! my beloved, hush ! 

The tumult threatens near — 
Thou hear'st the gathering rush — 
Thou seest the blanch of fear, — 
Yet quail not thou, though empires round thee fali- 
They sink or rise, responsive to my call. 

Soft ! my beloved, soft I 

Through sickness and through pain 
Thou hear'st glad notes aloft — 
The rich angelic strain. 
Do not I smooth thy couch, and hush thy dreams, 
And cool thy parch'd lips from celestial streams ? 

Sleep, my beloved, sleep 
Beneath the quiet sod, 
In still repose, and deep. 
Till sounds the trump of God. 
For thee no terror hath the awfiil grave — 
Strong is mine arm to rescue — strong to save. 

Wake, my beloved, wake 

At the right hand of Love I 
Thine, for thy Saviour's sake, 
The crown prepared above. 
Wake, my beloved one, to the eternal, morning — 
Robed in the vesture of the saints' adorning ! 



SCRIPTURE PIECES, ETC. 

" The heart knoweth his own bitiemeas ; and a stranger doth not ifiter- 
meddle with his joy." 

^ Pbovebbs zit. 10. 

Yes ! there are deep and gushing founts within the 

spirit's shrine, 
And flowers whose sweets no stranger hand may rudely 

dare to twine ; 
And music all unfelt, unheard by those who round us 

dwell, 
Is sweeping o'er the heart's rich chords with full and 

ceaseless swell. 

We mingle with the eager crowd — ^the busy and the 

gay— 
We share with them the toils and cares that' throng 

around our way ; 
But little do we dream the while, of the burning 

thoughts that lie 
Deep buried in each others' hearts — unseen by mortal 

eye. 

Say, hath the summer breeze a voice, as from thy place 

of birth ? 
Wakes there an echo in thy breast to the cuckoo's lay 

of mirth ? 
Doth the meek violet seem to hide within its dewy shrine, 
The sunny smiles whose radiant glance was wont to 

answer thine ? 

Or hast thou tum'd away in tears from laughing child- 
hood's gaze, 
Because it called too brightly back the scenes of other 

J? 
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Or hath thy burning cheek flushed high at some familiar 

strain, 
Whose soft vibrAion stirred the links of memory's 

secret chain ? 

'Tis well, — ^but see thou pour not forth that treasured 

wealth of thought, 
Nor hope in other hearts to find the same deep feelings 

wrought, — 
Earth has no fount so deep, so free— no chord whose 

answering tone 
Can give thee in their fulness back the breathings of 

thine own. 

Yet grieve not, child of minstrel lore ! oh, grieve thou 

not for this — 
K few may heed thy sorrows, none may chase thy 

dreams of bliss. 
Thy kindred things are stars and flowers, free birds and 

rustling trees. 
And none may mar the strange delight thy spirit finds 

in these. 

But lift thy yearning hopes on high, beyond this tran- 
sient scene. 

To the reahns of light and glory, where no mortal step 
hath been ; 

There shall the love which found not here meet altars 
for its flame. 

Be mingled with the ethereal blaze — the radiance whence 
it came. 

1845. 
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" Remember now thy Creator in the days of IJiy youth, while the evil 
days oome not, nor the years draw nigh, when thoa shalt say, I have no 
pleasure in them." 

EOCLBSIA8TS8 XII. 1. 

Thou art young, and joyous, and fair, and free, 
Grief hath not taught thy light heart to sigh. 

Sin hath not lured thee her captive to be, 
Storms have not darkened thy cloudless sky ; 

Oh ! pause thou now, ere hope's visions fade, 

Ere care o'er thy young brow cast her shade. 

Pause thou, and lift thy thoughts to Heaven, 

Immortal child of mortality ! 
To the God by whom thy breath was given — 

To the world which no mortal eye may see, — 
Place thy affections and hopes on high, 
For, fair as thou art, thou art bom to die. 

Wait not till time shall have withered thy bloom, 
And quenched the light of thine eye's clear blue ; 

Till the future shall seem a drear waste of gloom, 
And mankind prove changeful and untrue : 

Oh I defer not till then to kneel and vow. 

But Him who made thee remember now. 

The world in its splendour before thee lies, — 
A world of beauty, but false as fair — 

Its prospects will cease to charm thine eyes. 
Thou wilt find it a region of grief and care ; 

And who shall protect thee 'mid scenes of strife. 

If Heaven guide not thy path through life ? 
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Come then, while yet o'er thy crimson cheek, 
The sunny smile of life's spring-time plays,- 

In early youth thy Creator seek, 

Acknowledge his presence in all thy ways ; 

So shall he guard thee when tempests roar, 

And bless thee when thou art young no more. 

Wonuter : Tmdk JfoniA, 1841. 



ON THE SAME. 

Now while youth and joy are round thee, 
While thine heart with hope beats high, 

Ere the bands of sin have bound tl^ee, 
Ere a tear has dimmed thine eye. 

Now in life's unclouded morning, 
'Neath the sunny skies of spring ; 

While each brief day's rosy dawning 
Scenes of new delight can bring. 

Now ere yet the world shall teach thee 
That thy race is bom to care, — 

Ere disdain or guile shall reach thee. 
Seek the God that heareth prayer. 

Flowers may fade, and hopes deceive thee. 
On life's billowy ocean driven ; 

Ere the light of childhood leave thee. 
Give, oh I give thy heart to Heaven. 

Dorking; 184S. 
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"WHEN DESIKE SHALL FAIL." 

^ E00LK8IA8TES XII. 5. 

And will it fail? — the tide of young Desire, 
That rushes onwards in its sparkling course ; 

Will darkness quench the soul's ethereal fire, 
Or length of years impair its wonted force ? 

Will fierce Ambition in his chase grow pale, 

And heaven-bom Hope's sublime aspirings fail ? 

Oh ! strange transition ! from the bounding limb— 
The earnest gaze of youth's unclouded eyes ; 

When care and grief each kindling glance shall dim, 
And sunny laughter yield to sullen sighs. 

The hues — the tones — on dimpled lips that play — 

They too must fade, and languish all away. 

Makes not Desire the man ? The lisping child. 
One hand to seize the stars, and one the flowers 

Holds out with many a gleesome gesture wild. 
Ere yet the new-bom mind exerts her powers. 

The hero, with his thousand trophies won, 

Less than he did in cradled dreams, hath done. 

The patriot, burning for his country's weal — 

The merchant, watching long his freighted bark — 

The man of science, with untiring zeal, 
Exploring mazes intricate and dark — 

The bard at sunset bending o'er his lyre — 

All are the children of intense Desire. 

B 3 
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And oh I how changed I how sad and sick at heart, 
The soul which these at length shall cease to thrill — 

The bosom steeled aigainst the afflictive dart — 
The yearning void which Hope no more may fill ! 

Earth hath no dearer wealth than Hope to give — 

Without Desire it were not life to live. 

But wouldst thou cherish in thine inmost breast, 
A hope* which ne'er shall tinge thy cheek with 
shame, 

Turn from the toys which mock thee when possessed, 
And feed thy thoughts with one stupendous aim. — 

When wrapped in flames the starry worlds expire, 

Thou shalt not sigh for unfulfilled Desire. 

Croydon; Eleventh Month, 1846. 



'* And Lebanon is not sni&cient to bom, nor the beuts thereof enfficient 
for a burnt offering." Isa^iab xl. 16. 

"Though the trembling sinner were to make dhoioe of Lebanon for the 
altar, and to out down all its foreete to form the pile ; though the fragianoe 
of thie fuel, with aU its odoriferoua gums, were the incense ; the wine of 
Lebanon, pressed firom all its vineyards, the libation; and aU its bea|»ts the 
proidtiatory saorifioe; all would prove insufficient in the eyes of the supreme 
Judge for the expiation of even one transgression. His holy law requires a 
nobler altar, a costlier saorifloe, and a sweeter perfume. A Divine Victim 
alone could atone for xa.**—fSee lUtutratume of Scripture, by Dr, PaxtonJ 

Not majestic Lebanon 
With his proudest glories on 
Could a fitting altar be, 
Dread Jehovah I unto thee. 

* Christian hope which ** maketh not ashamed.** 
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Not the cedar's prostrate length, 
Crushed in all his kingly strength ; 
Not the rich libations poured 
From the vineyard's purple hoard ; 

Not the fragrant incense -wreath, 
Odorous with its spicy breath, 
Curling to the illumined skies. 
Were accepted sacrifice. 

Should we, as thy victims, slay 
Every ravening beast of prey. 
From the Sannin's* peak of snow 
To the honied plains below. 

Vain each costliest oflfering. 
Hands defiled presume to bring ; 
Gift of ours can never meet 
Favour at thine awful feet. 

Though Libanus were the shrine. 
Crowned with forests — wreathed witfi vine ; 
Though the blood in homage shed, 
Dyed his thousand streams to red, 

Still with anger must thine eye 
View the incense blazing high, — 
To reverse the rebel's lot, 
Lebanon sufficeth not. 

* Sannin, the lofUeit peak of Lebanon. 
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Holier far the sacrifice, 
Where our stainless Victim dies, — 
One the shrine — ^the oflfering one — 
E'en thine own incarnate Son. 

Croydon: 1840. 



**DOEST THOU WELL TO BE ANGRY?" 

Jonah iy. 4. 

DoEST thou well, in thy sullen wrath. 

To crush the flowers that adorn thy path, 

To cull the thorns from the trampled rose. 

And spread thy couch where the whirlwind blows, 

To turn from each social haunt aside. 

And chafe thy spirit with scorn and pride ? 

Is it well when thy heart's fine chords are torn 

By the barbed point of the rankling thorn ? — 

When the gust of passion its depths hath swept, 

Wakening the foes that in ambush slept — 

And burning tears of remorse and shame 

Fall thick from the cloud whence the tempest came ? 

Say, is it well, o'er thy brother's soul 
To bid the tide of resentment roll ? — 
To chase the calm of his tranquil mood. 
Rousing his passions to conflict rude ? — 
To flush his cheek and to cloud his brow — 
Is it well ? The error is twofold now. 
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Why wilt thou fan with the hreath of strife, 

The flame that wasteth the joys of life ? 

Hath not the portion of man below 

Enough already of care and woe ? 

Are there not tears all around thee shed ? 

Swell not the fount whence their streams are fed. 

What is it hath grieved thee ? A look — a word ? — 

Another's will to thine own preferred ? — 

Some petty hindrance — some passing slight ? — 

Perchance invasion of fancied right ? 

And is it for trifles such as these, 

Thou art making sport of thy bosom's peace ? 

As. melts the dew in the morning ray, 

The clouds shall melt from thy soul away, 

And no 'trace remain 'neath the morrow's sun. 

Save of the wrong in thy passion done ; 

Then pause, while its fury thou yet mayst quell — 

Oh ! pause and control thee — it is not well ! 

Croydon; 1847. 



THE CONSOLATION. 

Pass we in hopeless sorrow 

Our destined term of years ? 

Does each succeeding morrow 
But multiply our tears ? 
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Well may our hearts with sadness 
Be constantly replete ; 

But does one ray of gladness 
Ne'er give us respite sweet ? 

In fruitless lamentation 

Our days have long been spent ; 
The voice of Consolation 

To cheer us now is sent. 
** Weep not," it cries, " frail mortal ! 

This world is not thy rest : 
Beyond yon radiant portal 

Lies the country of the blest. 

** Strive but to show His praises. 

Who reigns the King supreme. 
And through eternal ages 

That praise shall be thy theme. 
Then be not thus dejected 

At what befals thee here ; 
By God's own hand protected, 

What cause hast thou for fear ? 

" Does cruel separation 

From kindred bosoms true. 
Overwhelm with tribulation, 

At thoughts of an adieu ? 
By hope's bright finger guided. 

Survey that happier shore. 
Where friends on earth divided. 

Shall meet to part no more. 
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** Cease then, oh 1 man, to murmur 

At what thou canst not scan, 
Let but thy faith be firmer 

In Heaven's unaltered plan. 
Now may that peace surround thee, 

Which He alone can give, 
Who, ere thou sought' st Him found thee. 

And died that thou mightst live." 



Thus in a gentle whisper 

Mild Consolation speaks ; 
Like a sweet solemn vesper 

Her soft voice o'er us breaks. 
Parting, and grief, and anguish 

Alike o'erlooked shall be. 
While hopefully we languish 

For immortality. 

mnth Month, 1840. 



THE "CONVENIENT SEASON." 

Acts xxiv. 26. 
THE INVITATION OP WISDOM. 

" Comb to me, joyous one 1 
Mirth on thy lip, and sunshine on thy brow — 
Life's voyage of toil and danger scarce begun,- 

Come let me bless thee now." 
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* What 1 with the wreath untwined, 
That I have gathered in my childish glee ? — 
What ! shall I leave my joyons sports, to bind 
Thy servile yoke upon my spirit free ? ' 

** Yes 1 with the wreath unbound — 
Ere in thy grasp the tender rosebuds die— ^ 
Ere thy bright locks with spring's first flow'rs be 
crowned, 

Hear of a crown on high." 

* Wisdom, thou pleadest well — 

But I am young, and life's fresh mom is fair — 
Go, to the stricken heart thy message tell — 
The voice of promise to the mourner bear !' 

** Nay, even unto thee^ 
In all the lustre of thy vernal bloom — 
Heir as thou art of immortality — 

E'en unto thee 1 come. 

" Nay, turn not from my call ! 
I will not dim the light of those clear eyes — 
Check the glad spring of that free footstep's fall — 
Or chide the overflowing heart's young ecstacies. 

** Then wherefore should' st thou fear ? " 
* I do not fear — but urge me not to-day — 
The voice of song makes music in mine ear — 

I would awhile delay.' 
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** Delay thee then awhile — 
I may not force thee to be early blest ; 
To mansions where unfading pleasures smile, 
I may not lead thee, an unwilling guest. 

'' Thou think'st to trifle on, 
While strength, and youth, and sunny health are round 

thee— 
While yet no loved one from thy side hath gone — 

No shaft of anguish found thee, — 

** And haply, when the weight 
Of coming years upon thy spirit pressing, 
Hath tamed that bounding step, that pulse elate — 
To seek and share the long neglected blessing. 

** Ah ! sport not thus with Heaven — 
Dream not of pause amid life's eager chase. 
Now is the moment for decision given, 

Ere thou begin the race. 

" If to the youthful ear. 
The gentle voice of Wisdom plead in vain. 
How shall her words, which youth refused to hear. 
To manhood's breast an entrance hope to gain ? 

** How wilt thou turn aside, 
Dizzy with life's mad whirl, and sick at heart 
With care's dull round, or passion's boisterous tide, 

To choose the better part ? 
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" Or on the conch of pain, 
Will not the fevered pnlse and burning brow, 
With fearfol anguish mock the effort vain, 
To win the lore thou lightly spnmest now ? 

'^ As thou dost hope to lean 
Thy dying head upon a Saviour's breast, 
To hold his hand through nature's closing scene, 
And sink within his circling arms to rest, — 

" As thou dost hope to tread 
The lonely valley 'neath a Saviour's care- 
To the pearl gates, (by him wide-opened,) led — 
Crowned with his everlasting glory there, — 

" As thou dost hope for this. 
Through Him who died that thou such hope might'st 

know, — 
Take the one path which only leads to bliss — 

Follow that Saviour now.^^ 

WordMUr; 1851. 



"ALL THINGS ARE YOURS." 

1 COBIMTHIAKS III. 21. 

Ybs, child of Poesy, all things are thine. 
Flowers of the sunshine and gems of the mine ; 
Clouds on the mountain-top, spoils of the sea, 
Zephyrs at eventide wandering free. 
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The fount in the forest — ^the eagle on high — 
The fathomless depths of the liquid sky. 
The still repose of the summer noon — 
The crystal beams of the silvery moon — 
All that is lovely in earth or heaven, 
Richly to thee is its incense given. 

Thine too are all things, daughter of Love, 

From the turf beneath to the spheres above. 

Earth hath no treasure thou mayst not share. 

Gorgeous, or solemn, or strange, or fair. 

The heart's deep secrets to thee are known. 

Its gushing fountains are thine alone : 

The smiles of friendship — the voice of mirth — 

The social blaze of the festive hearth. 

Nor time, nor space can thine empire bound — 

Love claspeth the wide creation round. 

And thou with the kindling brow of Thought, 
Whose spirit in finest mould is wrought. 
Thine is the wealth of the classic age— • 
The priceless lore of the lettered page. 
For thee his harp-strings the minstrel woke, 
Ere the light of science o'er nature broke ; 
For thee hath laboured the student's quill — 
The sage's teaching — ^the artist's skill. 
The great, the glorious of ages flown. 
With the good around thee are all thine own. 

But Reader 1 art thou a Christian ? say — 
Trustfully treading the heavenward way ? — 
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It needeth not lyre or lute of mine, 
To tell thee all things are doubly thine y — 
The fleeting present — ^the awful past — 
The hidden future, unknown and vast — 
Saints that in Jesus have fallen asleep- 
Angels that round thee bright watchings keep — 
The stillness that looks from the sabbath skies — ' 
The prayers from a thousand fanes that rise — 
The sacred page of redeeming love — 
The churches on earth, the one church above. 

Nor less thine own is each seeming ill. 
Dispensed by a Father's unerring will. 
Cares that have blighted thy youthful years — 
Neglect that hath stung thy soul to tears — 
Sickness, and chastening, and grief, and pain, — 
See thou receive them not all in vain. 

Look round thee. Christian — the world is thine, 
By special charter from Hps divine. 
Look upward — yon curtains of dazzling blue 
Scarce veil the glories thou soon shalt view. 
No harm can befal thee, to whom is shown 
Li all things a God, and that Qod thine own. 

1847. 
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" THAT YE MIGHT BE FILLED WITH ALL 
THE FULNESS OF GOD." 

Ephesians m. 19. 

Art thou in tears, dejected and desponding ? 

Is thy cheek blanched, or beat thy pulses low ? 
Heaves there no heart, that to thine own responding, 

Shares, from its inmost depths, thy bliss or woe ? 
Yet droop not — turn thou to that crystal river. 

Which 'neath the throne in waves of healing swells, — 
Of every gift and grace the unwearied Giver, 

Call thou on Him in whom all fulness dwells : 
*' Filled with his fulness," though thy sky may lower, 
Strong is thy refuge, and secure thy tower. ^ 

Is it an hour of sunshine and of brightness. 

When joy and hope their mingled radiance shed ? 
When bounds thy spirit in its airy lightness. 

E'en as with eagle-wings for flight outspread ? 
'Tis well — ^yet pants the soul's immortal essence 

For holier hopes — ^for more enduring bhss, — 
Pines like an exile from her Maker's presence — 

Seeks not her portion in a world like this. 
Without his fulness, though each prospect smile, 
A weight lies heavy on thine heart the while. 

Is the soft light of youth's first spring-tide round thee — 
Its brow of innocence — its smile of glee ? 

Hath not the arrow or the tempest found thee. 
Or tyrant custom cramped thy musings free ? 
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Yet trost not glowing health, or jouthfol gladnesBi 
Fair though their promise, these suffice thee not^ 

Life's sweetest cup is ever dashed with sadness, 
Earth's gayest pictore hath some snllying spot. 

Without his fulness, whither canst thou fly, 

When soon or late " the evil days" draw ii?gh 7 

Or do the thronging cares of life oppress thee. 

Filling with gloomy doubt thine anxious mind ? 
Cold are the lips in death that used to bless thee 7 

Loosed the frail spells by playful fancy twined ? 
Still from that ** Fountain," filled to overflowing. 

Thy longing heart may drink, and thirst no more. 
Still may the "Tree" beside that ** Fountain" growing, 

Its healing balm o'er all thy spirit pour. 
" Filled with his fulness," though awhile o'erbome. 
Yield not to grief — ^thou art not left forlorn. 

What though the enchanted cup of worldly pleasure, 

CJrown'd with fresh rose-buds, sparkle not for thee — 
Though thine no glittering heap of golden treasure — 

No place amid the banquet's revelry, — 
One beam from Heaven, earth's brightest glory paling, 

Hath with a touch thy mental vision clear' d. 
Weak grows the Syren's Toice, thine heart assailing. 

Strong the opposing shield by faith uprear'd ; 
** Filled with his fulness," earth and heaven who fills, 
Thy hopes are steadfast as the eternal hills. 
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LET NOT THE SFN GO DOWN UPON YOUR 
WRATH." 

Bphuianb it. 86. 

See, behind the crimson west 

Brightly sinks the sun to rest ; 

Gently close the drooping flowers, 
-' Softly fall the vesper hours ; 

Hushed is every woodland note, 

Bee*s loud hum, and linnet's throat ; 

Silent is the liquid breeze. 

Moonbeams kiss the rustling trees. 
Ere the loving stars arise. 
Ere soft slumber seal your eyes. 
Children, bid contentions cease. 
Let the sun go down in peace. 

Join not hymns of praise to learn. 

While your hearts with anger bum ; 

Kneel not to your evening prayer, 

With resentment lurking there, 

God, who bids you dwell in love, 

God, who sees you from above. 

He is grieved your pride to see. 

Every time you disagree. 
Ere the silver stars arise. 
Ere soft slumber seal your eyes, 
Children, bid your quarrels cease. 
Let the sun go down in peace. 

Noise and clamour should not dwell 
Near the homes we love so well ; 
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Notes of discord should not rise 
'Midst domestic harmonies. 
Let each swiftly-closing day 
Bear its own disputes away ; 
Be our quarrels all forgiven, 
Ere we lift our hearts to Heaven. 
"E^ie the quiet stars arise, 
Ere soft slumber seal your eyes, 
Children, bid contentions cease, 
Let the sun go down in peace. 

Who can tell, when starry night 
Draws the curtains of the Hght, 
If the soul her flight may take. 
Ere the rosy mom awake. 
Who the awful call could bear, 
** Now to meet thy God prepare,'* 
Nursing still his breast within. 
Thoughts of anger and of sin ? 
Oh ! then, ere the stars arise, 
Ere soft slumber seal your eyes, 
Children, bid each quarrel cease, 
Let the sun go down in peace. 

1843. 



'^BUT THOU KEMAINE8T." 

Hebrews i. 11. 

The heavens shall vanish as a parted scroll, 
The steadfast earth remove — so stands Thy word- 
Sun, moon and planets from their axes roll, 
** But Thou remainest," Lord. 
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The face of nature changeth — oceans sweep 
Where rose of old the mountain's crested brow — 
The plough invades the mammoth's fossil sleep — 
Thou, Lord, " remainest" — Thou. 

From age to age, as empires rise and fall, 
And laurelled names th' historic records fill, 
The Spoiler lays his ruthless hand on all ; 
Yet '' Thou remainest" still. 

Where are the loved ones of our early day? 
Why now the heart, once rich in love, so lonely ? 
Oh ! some are changed, and some have passed awaj — 
While *' Thou remainest " only. 

Earth smiles not as she smiled on childhood's sight- 
Full many a star of morning hope hath set, 
f And youthful vision lost its colouring bright ; 
** But Thou remainest" yet. 

Yes I though of all beside Thee dispossessed — 
Though friend from friend, and soul from flesh must 

sever — 
This is our anchor — ^here our hope we rest, 
That ** Thou remainest" ever. 

Thou, only, changest not, Eternal One ! 
^ Alone, immutable, supreme. Thou reignest— 
^ No storm may shake the pillars of Thy throne — 
Our Father, ** Thou remainest." 

iVorcuttr : ITtnth Month, 1853. 
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THE PRAYEK OP THE RIGHTEOUS. 

" The effeofeaal fervent prayer of a righteous man availeth much." 

Jamis t. 16. 

Hast thou not heard it midst the pillared fane, 
Swelling in softened cadence on the ear ? 

Hath not thy spirit echoed back, Amen 1 
Thine eye unbidden poured the gushing tear ? 

Hast thou not heard it by the couch of death, 
Pleading with Heaven for pardon and for peace, 

With all the fervid eloquence of faith, 
Girding the spirit till the conflict cease ? 

Hast thou not felt it at the twilight hour, 
When the deep hush of holy silence fell 

On heart, and lip, and feature, — when its power 
Stole on the worshippers with voiceless spell ? 

Hast thou not felt it in life's daily course, 

Like dew celestial on thy spirit shed. 
As if some hand unseen, with gentlest force, 

Had foiled the snares by sin and folly spread ? 

Hast thou not seen it in the uplifted gaze, , 

The pensive attitude, the frequent sigh. 

When the rich crimson on the cheek, betrays 

Communion of the thoughts with worlds on high ? 

The countless blessings round our land that smile — 
Wouldst thou their secret place of dwelling know ? 

Prayers that have risen from lips unstained by guile. 
Have loosed the heavenly fountains whence they flow. 
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The sheltered outcast, and the ransomed slave, 
The rescaed pagan, and the enlightened Jew — 

These are from prayer, whose angel-might may save 
The guilty many for the righteous yew. 

All earth is hallowed with its incense-hreath, 
It hovereth round us when we feel it not ; 

And with its brooding wings o'ershadoweth 
The princely palace and the lowly cot. 

Prayer of the righteous 1 "While benignant heaven 
With kind acceptance listeneth night and day, 

Wait we in faith the expected answer given, 

From Him who taught his children thus to pray. 

Croydon; 1846. 



A DEVOTIONAL HYMN. 

25th op Twelfth Month, 1845. 

Saviour I In the dust before thee, 
Lowly kneels thy sinful child ; 

Tremblingly her lips adore thee, 
Pardoned now and reconciled. 

Hushed is each tumultuous feeling, 
Tamed each thought of sullen pride — 

Softly o'er her spirit stealing, 
" That for her Immanuel died.'' 

Glory, honour, praise and blessing 

Usher in the sacred mom, 
(All our woes at once redressing), 

When the Prince of Life was bom ! 

o2 
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On thy head our curse descended, 
Thou our path of death hast trod, 

With thine own our nature blended — 
Son of man, and Son of Gk)d. 

Glorious tidings of salvation ! 

Joyful words of peace divine ! 
Lost in lowliest adoration. 

Now I claim these blessings mine ! 

Now on me the Oospel beaming. 
With its flood of golden light. 

Calls me from a life of dreaming. 
In Messiah's band to fight. 

Now that Gty of the future. 
Which a Saviour's love hath bought, 

Seems the home of all my treasure — 
** First, and last, and middle thought." 

Father ! Saviour ! Sanctifier ! 

Uncreated Three in One ! 
Set my raptured soul on fire : 

Bless the work thou hast begun. 

By thy gracious power renewed. 
Teach my will on thine to wait — 

Good ! and great as thou art good ; 
Great ! and good as thou art great. 

Long in darkness have I wandered, 
Long thine offered love refused. 

All my talents idly squandered. 
All thy heavenly giffes abused. 
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Now thy grace in tears imploring, 

Powerless at thy feet I fall ; — 
With a touch thy child restoring, 

Be henceforth my All in all. 

Keep, oh I keep me from temptation. 

Let not Satan seize his prey ; 
Be the promise of salvation, 

Still my solace night and day. 

Now my restless heart no longer 
Weeps and snules alike in vain — 

This th' exhaustless theme I ponder, 
** Jesus died and rose again.*' 



Qniie private. 



A DEVOTIONAL PIECE FOR MY 
BIRTHDAY. 

8th of Eleventh Month, 1846. 

Prince of the golden sceptre ! Lord supreme ! 
Creator, Guardian, Friend ; and dearer far. 
Redeemer I My Redeemer I Most ador'd. 
Or most beloved I know not, — unto whom 
Future, and past, and present stand revealed, 
And fathomed at a glance, — ^whose presence fills 
The wide circumference of unbounded space. 
Yet makes my heart its shrine. Thy gracious ear 
Is never, never weary of our prayers. 
Not as the Grecian Jove, in sullen scorn. 
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Flinging as baubles to the winds of heaven 
The suppliant's yearning orisons — ^not thus, 
Immannel, listenest thou ; but to the yoice, 
E'en of the lowliest child, dost bend thine ear, 
As if a seraph spoke. 

[Fowut q/t€r her deoeagi,'] 



A FRAGMENT. 

What though death's stem mandate soon 
Must my darling lyre untune — 
Though above my grassy bed 
Silence as a veil be spread, — 
Louder from the Angel-throng 
Shall my spirit catch the strain. 
While they pour their ceaseless song, 
" Glory to Lnmanuel slain ! " 

Croydon; 1847. 
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TO MY PILLOW. 

Is there not friendsliip for inanimate things 
In minds of highest grade ? Hath not the breeze 
A living language ? Murmur not the flowers 
Their tales of Eden ? Hath not even the tree, 
Beneath whose shadow thou hast stood to watch 
The sunset's lingering glories, tones that speak 
As from the past? Hast thou not loved the lamp 
Which shed its lustre o'er thy childish sports ? — 
The window whence the golden light of heaven 
First looked upon thee ? Every gilded toy 
That cumbered once thy nursery, hath seemed 
(I know it well) a playmate and a friend. 

Now grown to sager years, thou tak'st delight 
In studious pastime with thy books, or bend'st 
Thy listeninrg thoughts to catch the silver tones 
Of that untiring monitor, whose voice. 
Even as a prophet's, wameth thee how brief 
llie hours of earth — how long the days of Heaven. 

Yes ! 'tis an instinct of our nature, thus 
With consciousness to invest material things, 

c3 
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Till fancy almost deems they have imbibed 
Some portion of the spirit's subtle essence. 
Then let not genius scorn the minstrel's lay 
In honour of the lowly couch she loves. 

Be thou my theme, sweet Pillow ! Constant friend, 
Through all the dull yidssitude of life, 
Since first my infant features sought repose 
Upon thy yielding bosom, and I turned 
Heart-sickened from the future. Is there not, 
Even in the cradle, chiU presentiment 
Of coming evil, in the infant's tears ? 

Dear is the hush of midnight to my soul — 
The slumberous hour, when grief forgets to grieve, 
And care to vex : the sunshine is for mirth — 
The hearth for friendship — ^night alone for rest. 
Rest for the tortured sinews of the slave, 
Lulled into brief oblivion of his wrongs. 
Beneath the palm-trees, till the accursed thong, 
With awfdl crash, dispel his dreams of home. 
Rest for the warrior, pillowed on his shield, 
And visions of his bride. For childhood, rest. 
Amidst his rosy pastimes, till the flowers. 
By hands maternal woven round his curls, 
Arouse him with their fragrance. Rest for those 
Whose sleep is rocked by storms — ^whose lullaby 
The regal halcyon sings. And rest for thee, 
Child of the muses, whom the fostering hand 
Of poesy hath nurtured as her own. 
Thy dreams are woven of the gorgeous hues 
That line the rainbow ; and by music lulled. 
From fount and stream. And for th' expansive mind, 
Skilled in philosophy's scholastic lore, 
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The keen-eyed student — rest : though poring late, 

With deepening ardour o'er his favourite task, 

He sinks reluctant to his midnight couch, 

And works the unfinished problem in his dreams ; 

The gay aurora, laughing at his glee. 

Shows him at mom th' elaborate question traced 

In characters unerring while he slept. 

To all, to each sweet slumber hringeth rest. 
Nor least to me. Dreams are the green oases 
That fertilize the wilderness of life. 
There gush the fountains whence the sons of toil 
May drink and be refreshed ; and there the groves 
Of palmy verdure give perennial shade. 
Each day is but a miniature of life. 
In its brief transit ; and the All* wise hath set 
The hours of darkness a perpetual bourne, 
Dividing past from ftiture. Sweet suspense 
Of action ! Blest obliviousness of care ! 
The griefs of yesterday — ^where are they ? Fled 
Beyond recall. What though the coming day 
Bear with it its own burden — sleep hath nerved 
Our strength to meet it — ^and we look around 
Upon the wakening earth, and echo back. 
With lightened hearts the matin hymn of praise. 

Oh ! were it thine, my pillow, to unfold 
The secret thoughts trusted to thee alone, 
Strange were the theme, and startling, e'en to me. 
For thou hast listened to my whispered hopes, 
Frailer than gossamer ; and thou hast felt 
The quick pulsations of my bursting heart, 
When I have turned to thee in passionate grief, 
And longed to weep my very soul away. 
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And thou hast been my refuge in the hours 
Of pining sickness, when the crimson flush 
Hath left my cheek, and on my burning brow 
Pain sat enthroned. And oh ! hast thou not heard, 
At evening and at mom, the voice of prayer 
Breathed in the ear of Heaven, and felt the rush 
Of angel pinions sweeping by unseen ? 

Nor am I of the impetuous race who deem 
Each mom^ent wasted, if it bear no trace 
Of restless action, — oft the enlightened soul 
Pursues her work unnoted. Hence I seek 
The stillness of my chamber like a shrine, 
Where, in the hidden sanctuary of thought, 
Sweet converse with herself the spirit holds. 
And thou, my pillow, nightly hear'st the strains 
Woven in hope to win their bard a place 
Amidst the sons of melody. To thee, 
Assured of secrecy, full oft I trust 
Each embryo phantom of my youthful brain — 
The purposed sketch — ^the half-unfinished lay — 
The tuneful lyric, — ere they venture forth 
To seek the world's cold tribute of applause. 

Nor me alone of all the minstrel race. 
Hath starry night inspired ; — immortal Yoimg 
Hath made her praises deathless as his own ; 
And he who sang the Seasons' changeful round ; 
And he who wielded Homer's awful lyre ; 
And all, whose names the muses love, have owned 
The magic of her presence. — And for theey 
Dearer than Milton's self, celestial bard !* 

♦ PoUok. 
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It needs not verse of mine to tell how high 
Thy spirit soared while all around thee slept. 
But deeper yet the musings which belong, 
Pillow, to thee ! — Ere long this thoughtful brow, 
And beating heart far other couch must claim. 
Young flowers must smile around my place of rest, 
And quivering leaves wave o'er me ; — ^then^ oh I then. 
When heart, and flesh, and strength, and spirit fail. 
Be my last pillow my Kedeemer's breast — 
My latest couch His circling arms of Love I 

Croydon: 1846. 
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Well doth it suit the Poet's pensive mood, 
To tread the churchyard's heaving turf alone — 

Hushing his heart amid the solitude — 
Beading the lesson on each lettered stone. 

Making the moral, not perchance the grief, his own. 

Is the spot sacred ? Hath the mystic rite 
A hallowing power upon the unconscious sod. 

To make it holier in the Christian's sight, 
Than all the wide-spread universe of God ? 

Or to revoke the curse pronounced where Adam trod ? 

Not thus we deem it hallowed — God is here 
As in the ocean-depth or forest shade ; 

Not else. — But by the ever-gushing tear. 

Watering the shrine wherein the dead are laid. 

Sacred by this to all the place of tombs is made. 
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** Sacred " to grief, to memory, and to love — 
Yea, and to faith and hope more sacred yet — 

Pointing the mourner's glistening eye aboye, 
Where, save with tear of bliss, no cheek is wet, 

Where on no fading prize the clinging heart is set. 

Read the pale tablets ; question one by one ; 

Which hath of all the saddest tale to tell ? 
Here wept the widow o'er her only son, 

I%ere, like a shock fall ripe, the grandsire fell ; 
-Here, on the mother's ear rose her young infant's 
knell. 

What mournful record this ? — ** In girlhood's bloom, 
The bridal wreath half woven in her hand." 

Pass but a step — a father's honoured tomb— 
Lo ! seest thou not in speechless anguish stand 

The partner of his soul, the orphan' d household band ? 

Read yet again — " Twelve moons our bliss had seen, 
Bliss such as wedded love alone can know. 

When dashed the Spoiler's arm our hearts between, 
And in a moment laid my treasure low — 

She that was all mine own — ^too much my heaven 
below." 

Still onward — hast thou seen a mother's grave ? 

And thought of all the unimagined grief. 
Weighing the very wild flowers down, that wave 

O'er that strong love. Earth's earliest love and chief, 
Wherein all love beside is set in bright relief? 
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Once more — " The laughing child of smnmers seven, 
The bud of promise, on whose clnstering head. 

Each fond parental hope, now rudely riven. 
In the full heart's security outspread, 

Exulting lay, nor heard the solemn angel's tread." 

Enough, my heart ! from stone to stone appealing ; 

Each, in its turn, doth saddest answer bear — 
Its own unfathomable depth revealing. 

Of grief that with none other may compare — 
Each in itself contains afiSiction's utmost share. 

Think then how vast that intellect Divine, 
Which, all this woe in perfect balance weighing, 

And measuring all with its unerring line. 

Each separate picture at one glance surveying, 

Can in its mighty grasp the whole combine, 

Against the grave's dark power a stronger power 
arraying. 

And think how vast that grace, that love supreme, 
Which hath for all this woe a healing balm. 

Which stooped to death, the dying to redeem, 
Stooped to defeat, the conqueror to disarm — 

And for the funeral yew, holds out the unfading palm. 
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THE HARMONY OF VARIETY. 

Look forth at midnight while the regent moon 
Marshals her virgin host, — say, canst thou find 
Amidst the radiance of ten thousand worlds, 
One glory like another ? Stand and gaze 
By the hoarse margin of the restless deep. 
And watch the changeful billows as they rise 
In ever varying lustre. Or at noon, 
Pierce the deep stillness of the forest shade, 
Whose massive roof shuts out the laughing heavens , 
And search its serried foliage leaf by leaf, 
Till thou shalt find a pair. Or count the strains 
Of warbled music blending in the gale, — 
Symphonious concert ! yet thou canst not meet 
Two answering notes through all the sylvan choir. 
Hast thou at sunrise traced the frosted chart, 
Drawn on thy casement while thy soul was wrapt 
In genial slumber ? every graceful curve. 
And waving outline various. Dost thou love 
To weave fresh garlands at the time of flowers. 
And note the mingling of their radiant hues, 
All fair, yet differing all ? If thus thou seest 
Untold variety through all the works 
Of bounteous nature, think how great, how good 
The Power that framed, the Love that governs all — 
Boundless diversity ! Perpetual change ! 

Nor deem that in his highest, noblest work, — 
The ethereal soul, — Omnipotence hath wrought 
After one model. Various as the songs 
Of woodland choristers in early spring,— 
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Unnumbered as the gorgeous tints that bum 

In the rich western sunset, are the forms 

The subtle spirit takes. Oh ! fetter not 

What God hath fashioned in his own right hand, 

So great, so free. Oh ! seek not to control 

The immortal mind — to square by line and rule 

One universal character — ^to bind 

The chainless thought, or quench th' enlightened will. 

Yet not in discord hath creative might 
His works diversified ; from harmony 
To harmony still ranging ; but to teach 
Proud man the sacred laws of charity, — 
To bid him reverence in another's breast. 
The freedom he would cherish in his own. 

Ephemeral creature I Art thou not ashamed 
To waste thy strength in striving to confound 
Thy Maker's plans ? Thou know'st not how sublime 
The aspirations of the secret soul — 
How exquisitely fine and delicate 
The texture of the mind. Thy heedless hand 
May shatter at one grasp those tender chords, 
Which vibrate to no touch less soft than His, 
Whose skill hath strung, whose love hath tuned them 
all. 

Then deem not, when thou mark'st the rising tear, 
The mantling crimson, or the flash of joy, 
(Though all unseen the fountain whence they flow,) 
Oh ! deem it not less pure than that which thrills 
Thine own free spirit's depths. The finest minds 
Oft dwell apart, by fewest known and loved. 
As loveliest blossoms seek the deepest glades. 

Oh ! there is nothing in this glorious world, 
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Corrapt, saye man. His sinfdl heart alone, 
Hath dimmed Creation's beauty; every voice 
Swells the rich choir of worship, save his own. 
The tumult of his jarring passions drowns 
Earth's melodies, — he fills her plains with strife, 
Her homes with tears^ her fanes with mockery. 

Yet not of all I speak ; the hearts of some 
Confess the impress of Jehovah's hand, 
And in high thoughts of him, the good and great 
Hold coimsel sweet together. Truth and love 
In holiest links have bound congenial minds, 
And taught the ethereal spirit to disdain 
The opposing obstacles of time and space. 

All are alike His children — all who call 
Immanuel Saviour, — ^name, or race, or rank 
Is nought to Him whose dearest name is Love. 
Chilled by injustice, grieved by harsh reproach, 
Turn we to Him who reads each embryo thought 
Ere its formation, — ^who, upbraiding not, 
Giveth his Spirit richly unto all. 

Yet but in part we know him, while we dwell 
In tenements of clay ; we see not yet 
The hidden glories that shall be revealed. 
There is a City built but not vdth hands. 
Where all shall know as they themselves are known ; 
Where vdth ten thousand, thousand, thousand tongues, 
All sweet, yet differing all, — ^the angelic hosts 
Fill with his praise the courts of highest Heaven. 
Oh ! glorious City ! Be it ours to learn 
Forbearance here — perpetual concord there, 

C^ydon: 1846. 



THE LIGHT OF HOPE. 43 

THE LIGHT OF HOPE. 

Sweet light of hope ! There shines no star 

In dusky midnight's ebon crest — 
There falls no lunar ray from far, 

At hush of eve on ocean's breast, 
That may with thy meek light compare, 

Full on the trusting spirit shed, 
Through all the daily round of care, 

Or dreams that come when day hath fled. 

The light of hope ! There gleams no ray 

More brightly round the central sun. 
Or where the wreathed lightnings play, 

Or fire-flies flash through forests dun. 
There glows no radiance half so rare. 

Where bum the gems in eastern caves, 
Or fretted halls of coral rear 

Their rainbow-roofs beneath the waves. 

Soft light of hope I Too well we deem 

How fades the radiant flush of joy — 
How tears suffuse love's tend'rest dream — 

And blights our fairest flowers destroy. 
But thou — ^no clouds may quench thy ray, 

From Heaven's eternal altar borne ; 
Our vesper beam of closing day — 

Our beacon-flash at opening mom. 

Sweet sunny hope ! How many a sigh. 
At glance of thine hath sunk to sleep ! 

How oft when tears have dimmed mine eye, 
For thee I have forborne to weep ! 
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Thou glistenest ever at my side, 
Or dancest to my gladsome voice ; 

Whatever of gloom intrude beside, 
With thee I must, I will rejoice. 

High hope ! The human heart hath borne 

All evils, save the loss of thee ; 
Howe'er dejected and forlorn. 

Still bound its pulses fast and free. 
But where thou art not — there alone, 

On sea, or shore, or starry plain, 
Is hell, — her deepest, loudest groan. 

Is but thy name invoked in vain. 

Glad light of hope ! The first faint glow 

That plays round childhood's lips is thine ; 
And through each varying scene below. 

Thou cheer' st us on till life's decline. 
In grief or sickness, toil or pain. 

In chilling want, or pining care, 
Thy lamp, ne'er lighted yet in vain. 

Is ever near to chase despair. 

Bright, blooming hopet The student's eye— 

The yearning lover's anxious soul — 
The step of boyhood bounding high — 

All lean on thee to reach their goal. 
The poet, musing o'er his lyre — 

The statesman, on his sleepless bed — 
The hero, with his heart of fire — 

Each by thy gentle presence led. 
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Sweet light of hope ! What words may tell, 

How softly rotind the conch of death, 
'Midst all the strife of earth and hell. 

Thou kindlest the believer's faith I 
His eye hath looked its last on earth — 

Its last on love — ^bnt not on thee ; 
Thou point' st him to thy place of birth — 

Thou lightest him to the glassy sea. 

Croydon : Firtt Monllif 1848. 
Compo9ed during iUntu, 



* BYGONE DAYS. 

Oh ! call us back those bygone hours — 

Those golden days of youth — 
When every path was strewed with flowers — 

When every smile was truth. 

The sunny light has passed away, 

That used to gild the earth ; 
The sacred spells are loosed, that lay 

Around the household hearth. 

The sky, whose deep ethereal blue 
Paled the clear sapphire's light,— 

Oh I where is now the laughing hue 
It wore to childhood's sight ? 

The flowers that 'neath our footsteps spring, 

Have lost their rosy bloom ; 
Fled are the dreams they once could bring, 

Faint is their soft perfiime. 
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The joyous birds their carols pour, 
'Midst the green forest shade ; 

But thej sing not as thej sung of yore, 
When *neath the trees we played. 

The music of the murmuring wind — 

The roses' crimson glow — 
The ivy round the turret twined — 

The winter's fleecy snow — 

The golden noon's refulgent blaze — 
Still midnight's starry train — 

All whisper of those bygone days, 
On which we call in vain. 

Where are the jfriends who loved us then, 
While love and hope were free ? 

The world restores them not again, 
Who shared our childish glee. 

But Time a golden spell hath thrown 
Around the scenes of yore — 

The books we loved to call our own — 
The hills we rambled o'er. 

And its gentle might is on us yet, 

In all our smiles and tears ; 
A charm, to bid us not forget 

The love of bygone years. 
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SYMPATHY. 



Breathes there a man who has not felt^ 
Beneath her rays his spirit melt ? 
Beats there a heart that has not known 
Some chord responsive to its own ? 

It is not in the noisy crowd, 
'Midst flatt'ries and professions loud, 
That Sympathy delights to dwell — 
Her home is in the spirit's cell. 

Words are but words — oft insincere 
When least suspicious they appear ; 
But feeling's fount is warm and pure. 
From every artifice secure. 

And e'en when friends are far away. 
The gentle nymph still holds her sway ; 
No power external can control 
The secret converse of the soul. 

Oh ! who the rapture can express, 
Which hearts of kindred mould possess I- 
A rapture none can comprehend, 
That has not borne the name oi friend. 

2»th of Tenth Month, 1840. 



48 ON THE BIRTH OF THE PBIKOB OF WALES. 

ON THE BIRTH OF THE PRINCE OF WALES, 

9th of Eleventh Month, 1841. 

Prince ! thon art bom to honour and to fame ; 

A nation's voice has hailed thy natal hour ; 
Poets are binding round thy infant name, 

Immortal wreaths of glory and of power. 

On thee the hopes of anxious millions rest ; 

For thee ten thousand prayers are raised on high — 
The future monarch of the mighty west — 

The destined guardian of our liberty. 

Yet sleep'st thou 'neath thy canopy of state, 

In all the loveliness of infancy, 
Unconscious of the pomps that round thee wait. 

And heedless of submission's bended knee. 

So sleep thou on, ere yet the jewelled crown 
Hath laid its pressure on thy princely brow ; 

Ere " sceptred care " hath weighed thy spirit down, 
Or bade thee envy him who guides the plough. 

Ah I who shall show thee, 'mid the kneeling throngs 
That pay thee homage, heir of Britain's crown ! 

That kiss thy hand — that praise thee in their songs, . 
What snares and dangers round thy path are strown. 

That task be mine, — nor scorn an artless lay, 
Which tells thee not of pageantry and pride ; 

Flatterers may charm thee with their visions gay, 
But I would whisper — Heaven thy footsteps guide ! 
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And oh I may He, the King of kings, whose power 
Has kept thy youthful mother safe from harm, 

O'er thee extend his care in danger's hour, 
And all the malice of thy foes disarm. 

And ihou^ fair Princess I Though the will of Heaven, 
Haply decree thee not oar future Queen, 

Though to thy gentle hand it be not given. 
O'er subject realms to wield the sceptre's sheen ; 

Yet mourn not o'er thy less exalted station, — 

Less perilous — ^less envied it shall be ; 
Nor deem it strange, if now a fickle nation 

Give thy young brother what they gave to thee. 

The giddy crowd will heed thy weal no longer ; 

But gentle Princess ! there are those who will ; 
Loyalty's love is holier far and stronger, — 

The young, the fair, will love and bless thee still. 

And sunnier smiles shall light thy uncrown'd brow, 

Than e'er by pallid majesty are worn ; 
And purer happiness thy breast shall know. 

Than waits on souls to regal splendour bom. 

Oh I not in vain may He to whom we bend, 
Hear and accept a people's fervent prayer. 

That long his choicest blessings may attend 
Our Queen, our Albert, and their children fair. 

D 
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THE BLACKBERRY. 

Soft is the scent of orange flowers, 
'Neath the southern skies of Spain, 

Where roses wreathe the myrtle bowers, 
O'er the tombs of warriors slain. 

And far o'er Gallia's sunny land, 

In purple clusters hung, 
By the bf eath of balmy zephyrs fanned, 

The vine its wealth has flung. 

And spicy odours load the breeze. 

Where the coral islands lie, 
'Mid the still blue depths of Indian seas. 

Like stars in the midnight sky. 

But dearer far in its thorny pride. 
Is the bramble's simple wreath — 

The guardian of the greenwood side — 
The monarch of the heath. 

We envy not the vintage stores 

To Alpine valleys given — 
The olive groves of southern shores — 

The fig 'neath Afric's heaven. 

Better we love the berries wild. 
In our own free winds that play ; 

Whose rich luxuriance on us smiled, 
When we were young and gay. 
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A spell is on their branches laid, 

That whispers to the breast, 
Of flowery bank, and sylvan glade. 

And robin's mos^y nest. 

They tell of many a summer's eve. 

In childhood's careless years ; 
Ere the glad heart had learned to grieve. 

Or the clear eye smiled through tears. 

For oh I when school's Kght tasks were done, 

Not nectar' d sweets could vie 
With the glossy prize so dearly won 

From the thorny blackberry. 

And a spell is on its blossoms yet. 
Which the red grape cannot wake — 

We love it like the violet. 
For sunny childhood's sake. 

1843. 



THE SPELLS OF POESY. 

Where dwell they — ^those mysterious spells which 

bind us at their will. 
Which wake the spirit's inmost chords in softest strains 

tothriU? 
Their magic power is on our hearts in sorrow and in 

glee. 
Calling the hidden treasures forth from the cells of 

memory. 

D 2 
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Oh ! ask not for their dwelling-place — Creation is their 

own; 
0*er all we love in earth or heaven their radiant light 

is thrown : 
The rolling sun, the starry spheres, the solemn sounding 

sea, — 
Above, below, around us fling their wealth of poesy. 

The earth is full of loveliness ; — ^where'er we turn our 

eyes. 
The thronging shadows of the past in bright succession 

rise; 
Chasing the sullen frown of care by the golden dreams 

of youth, 
And calling back Hfe's smmy hours of innocence and 

truth. 



The rushing tempest's awful roar — the zephyr's parting 
sigh— 

The mingled music of the grove — ^the bee's soft lul- 
laby — 

The sheepfold's chime — the murmuring brook — ^the 
cataract's hoarser tone — 

AH these have language echoed back by the spirit's 
depths alone. 

Springs not a flower beneath our feet in garden or in 

grove. 
That bears npt o'er its dewy leaves records of early 

love. 
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Fond names are graven on each bell that trembles in 

the wind, 
Each nectared cup some relic hides of joys long left 

behind. 

Whatever of gladness or of grief our daily steps betide, 
Deep thoughts around our bosoms cling, dearer than 

all beside ; 
We sink not 'neath the load of life when gloomy cares 

oppress — 
Bright visions on our slumbers smile of hope and 

happiness. 

We feel a spell in every leaf, when first the laughing 

spring 
Wanders in maiden beauty forth, where the forest 

echoes ring ; 
Imperial summer's gorgeous hues, pale autumn's 

russet dies, 
And the snow-wreath's fleecy beauty, bid the same soft 

feelings rise. 

For to all things beautiful or grand the muse's love is 

given — 
To the rosy sunset's crimson glow, and the silent stars 

of heaven. 
Countless as ocean's glittering sands, by Nature's kind 

decree. 
And gentle as the zephyr's breath, are the spells of 

poesy. 

DorMng : Third M<mth, 1843. 
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SEASONS OF PRAYER. 

When soft through glen and grove 
Floats the rich mnsic of the sabbath Qhime, 
Lulling the languid breezes as they rove, 
Or blending loud in harmony sublime. 

When the hushed heart is still, 
'Neath the calm sunset of a summer's even, 
While thro' its depths those holier feelings thrill. 
Which lift th' aspiring thought from earth to Heaven. 

When the pale stars walk forth. 
Spangling the purple heavens at day's decline, 
Keeping bright vigil o'er the slumbering earth, 
Kindling devotion's altar as they shine. 

When through its clustering hair. 
Gleams in wild beauty childhood's rosy smile. 
Or breaks its joyous carol on the air. 
Good angels brooding o'er their charge the while. 

When 'midst the laughing flowers, 
The wild bee murmuring seeks his honied cell ; 
When woodland warblings wake the winged hours, 
And notes of gladness every zephyr swell. 

Or when fierce lightnings gleam, 
And thunders rock the sea-boy to repose ; 
While mountain peaks give back the eagle's scream. 
And with a hoarser rush the torrent flows. 
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When from the Book of Love, 
Some Heaven-directed line of hope and peace 
Melts on the heart like music from above^ 
Bidding the troubled waves of passion cease. 

Or when in pensive thought, 
Deep musing on the joys of other days. 
The shrouded future all with gloom seems fraught, 
And o'er the cheek the tear unbidden strays. 

And when farewells are spoken. 
Those dirge-like sounds of anguish and despair. — 
The parting sigh ere friendship's links are broken, 
Swells with the yearning heart's unuttered prayer. 

The tempest and the calm. 
The thorns and roses in our paths that lie, — 
Each in its turn calls forth the grateful psalm. 
Each bears our fervent orisons on high. 

When o'er thy spirit stealing. 
Bright thoughts of Heaven dispel the clouds of care, 
Oh I cherish well the sweet, the sacred feeling, — 
Then lift thine heart, — then is thine hour of prayer. 

Dorkkng: 1843. 



THE LAUREL AND THE OLIVE. 

Oh I greenly the laurel wreath may wave 
O'er the conqueror's brow of pride ; 

'Tis Fame's own gift to the noble brave, 
By whose hand the brave have died. 



I 
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And soft is the warrior's lowly sleep, 

'Neath its stately foliage laid, 
Where the bugle breaks not his slumbers deep, 

In the dim o'er- arching shade. 

'Tis the chosen tree of victory, 

In ancient song renowned. 
When the gorgeous fanes of Italy, 

With its shining leaves were crowned ; — 
There dwells strange might in that fadeless wreath, 

The hero knows its power, — 
It nerves his soul on the field of death. 

And soothes his parting hour. 

Great Cyrus sank 'neath its shade to rest. 

When his warlike race was run ; — 
Closely its waving honours prest 

The victor of Macedon. 
Calmly for this Lycurgus smiled. 

As he bade his land farewell ; — 
For this the mighty Cessar toiled — 

For this the Theban fell. 

They sought no wreath save that graceful gtem. 

With its leaves of glossy green ; 
Pale by its side was each eastern gem. 

And the red gold's glittering sheen. 
The silken couch and the pillar' d hall, 

Let the sons of pleasure own ; 
But the warrior loves his coronal, 

For glory's sake alone. 
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Yet lurks there a deep and deadly sting, 

'Mid the shade of its sullen bowers, 
And poison is borne on the zephyr's wing 

That has stooped to kiss its flowers : 
A curse, which glory can ne'er remove, 

Rests on the fearful prize. 
By the silent anguish of widowed love — 

By the homeless orphans' cries. 

But turn we now to that holier tree — 

The symbol of Peace on earth. 
Which hath purer blessings than victory, 

For the temple and the hearth. 
The gift by celestial Pallas brought 

To the city of her choice, — 
Whose children the arts of peace were taught, 

By persuasive wisdom's voice. 

Mighty the wreath of war hath been, 

The spirit's depths to move ; 
It hath kindled the brow of sternest mien — 

It hath vanquished woman's love ; 
But mightier far is the wreath of peace. 

In its empire o'er the soul. 
When the raging billows of passion cease, 

Subdued by its mild control. 

The laurel hath seen on snow-clad plains. 

The crimson torrent flow ; 
It hath caught the patriot's dying strains, 

In orisons faint and low ; 

D 3 
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But the olive hath waved o'er districts wide, 
Where fierce children of murder dwelt ; 

And the war-song on Indian lips hath died. 
And chieftains unarmed have knelt. 

And wider yet may its sway extend, 

With the spotless gifts it brings I 
Till hostile hosts 'neath its shadows bend, 

To worship the King of kings ; — 
Till from Britain's ocean-guarded strand, 

To the glowing eastern shore, 
The sword be sheat'ied in the warrior's hand, 

And the clarion peal no more. 

1843. 



THE SONG OF THE MOSS. 

Look not for me in the pillar' d hall, 
Where banners wave o'er the trophied wall ; 
Nor yet in the vaulted minster's shade, 
'Mid the costly gifts on the altar laid. 

Seek not for me in the spicy groves. 
Where the hoary Brahmin at noontide roves ; 
Nor yet where the ocean- treasures sleep, 
In the coral caves of the restless deep. 

But ask of the rosy woodland child, 

And the squirrel that shares his gambols wild ; 

Or ask of the robin where I dwell, 

Or the sportive dormouse, for they can tell. 
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My home is deep in the forest glen, 

Afar from the crowded hamits of men. 

The dewy flowers in my lap are nursed, 

Till spring's soft summons their slumbers burst. 

The wren hath woven, fresh leaves among, 
A mossy couch for her tender young ; 
The linnet hath sung her brood to rest. 
In the sheltering warmth of their mossy nest. 

The pensive Bard, 'neath the shade reclined. 
Pours his free strains to the passing wind. 
He blesses my gentle hand, which spread 
So soft a couch for the wanderer's head. 

Clothed in rich verdure, the leafy tree 
Scorns not to borrow a vest from me, 
O'er copse and thicket my wreaths are hung. 
O'er moor and mountain my garlands flung. 

The queenly rose in her regal state, 
'Mid thousand charms that around her wait. 
Deems not her costly array complete. 
Till I weave her veil in my lone retreat. 

Oh I many a palace of other days. 

Whose halls once echoed the minstrel's lays. 

In lonely grandeur is silent now, 

'Neath the solemn shade of the cypress bough. 

Yet time hath spread o'er the changing scene, 
A fadeless robe of perennial green. 



00 



THE CELESTIAL CITY. 



E*en in decay is the ruin fair, 
Mirth is departed — ^but / am there.^ 

Soft is my step through the churchyard lone, 
Where sculpture covered the mouldering stone ; 
But each grav'n verse from its place hath fled, 
And / in my greenness am there instead. 

Look on my beauty, frail child of clay I — 
Deep is the moral my strains convey. 
Soon shall thy couch be the silent tomb — 
Soon o'er thy head shall my verdure bloom. 

Think then oh 1 think when thy heart beats low, 
When the waves of trouble around thee flow, — 
** God who hath showered such grace on me, 
God is thy Father, he cares for theeJ*'' 



THE CELESTIAL CITY. 

*' Oh ! tell jas where that city stands, 

That city fair and bright ; 
Where dwell the saints and angel bands, 

Walking in robes of white. 

** And tell us how its lofty gates 

Stand open night and day ; 
While, guarding each, a seraph waits 

To point the heavenward way. 
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** And tell us what victorious songs 

The ransomed thousands sing ; 
Who round the throne in circling throngs, 

Are praising Heaven's high King. 

** Say is a place reserved for us 

Amid that shining band ? 
Shall we one day be summoned thus, 

To yon Celestial Land ? 

** For though the flowery earth be fair, 

And bright the summer sky, 
Yet tell us of the glories there, 

Which never, never die." 

* Nay ask me not — I may not tell. 

How bright that city seems. 
Or catch the joyous strains that swell 
Beside its living streams. 

* No mortal eye may gaze so far. 

Its crystal walls to view ; 
It shines beyond the loftiest star — 
Beyond heaven's deepest blue. 

* It does not need the sunshine clear. 

Or moonbeam's milder ray ; 
For God's own smile illumes the year, 
With one perpetual day. 

* No wintry tempest shakes the bowers. 

Fresh in eternal green ; 
No blight may crush th' unfading flowers — 
No thorn may lurk unseen. 
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* The voice of weeping is not heard, 

Thro* all that glorious home ; 
^ Where grief is a forgotten word, 
And sickness cannot come. 

* And think how bright beyond compare, 

The angel land must be ; 
When Jesus makes his dwelling there, 
And saints his glory see. 

' Those thousand, thousand ransomed throngs, 

Were pilgrims once like you ; 
And He to whom they tune their songs. 

Will be your Saviour too. 

* Are we not pilgrims, each and all 

Seeking that blissful shore ? 
Are we- not waiting for our call 
To pass the torrent o'er ? 

* Beyond the river's swelling tide. 

We'll ^ our longing eyes ; 
Our home is on the other side — 
Our city in the skies.' 

Written after reading the '* Pilgrim's Progress" to some inquiring children 
Water/ord; 1845. 



TO THE GENTIANELLA. 

Oh ! would my breast were like to thine. 
Thou dark and lovely flower ! 

Open whene'er the sun doth shine, 
But closed against the shower. 



TO THE GENTIANELLA. Q3 

Gladly receiving all that's bright, 

Refdsing all that's ill, 
Conscious of tempest and of blight. 

But pure and shaded still. 

As thou dost ope thy dark blue eye. 

The mid-day sun to greet, 
And gazest deeply on the sky, 

Until his beams retreat, — 
So should our inward eye unclose 

To every blessing given ; 
Nor careless sink into repose. 

While all is bright in heaven. 

So should our inmost hearts unfold 

To mercies from on high ; 
Nor e'er be closed, or dead, or cold 

To sun-like charity. — 
But wherefore slowly droops thy head ? 

Why bends thy stem, sweet flower ? 
Are the dark leaves so late outspread, 

To wither in an hour ? 

The tempest broods. How keen thy sense ! 

Each leaf is folded fast. 
And thou must make thy self-defence 

Against the sweeping blast : 
Harmless the winds have pass'd thee by. 

The rain-drops find no rest ; 
Lightly they fall, as tear or sigh, 

Upon thy guarded breast. 
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Thus should the world's keen biting breath, 

And changing atmosphere, 
Its poisoned winds that tell of death, 

Its blights that fall so sere, — 
Find the heart guarded well, and steeled 

Their harsh assaults to bear. 
Enclosed in virtue like a shield. 

And firmly girt with prayer. 



SCENE FKOM THE BANKS OF THE CHESA- 
PEAKE BAY. 

(See the Life or Frederick TX>uolas.) 

Behind the ancient forests old the sim had sunk away, 
The hush of summer's sabbath eve on vale and hamlet 

lay, 
Richly the temple music rose from many a pillar'd fane. 
Lightly the sportive zephyrs danced o'er the bosom of 

the main. 

I marked a tall and lonely rock dark frowning o'er the 

deep. 
Beneath whose shade an orphan child had laid him down 

to weep ; 
The radiant sunset could not light his features with a 

smile. 
Nor the snowy seagull's joyous scream his hopeless 

grief beguile. 
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What was it that had quenched the fire within his 

youthful breast? 
Why stole not o*er his burning dreams the calm of 

holy rest ? 
Nearer I drew — ^his outstretched limbs their silent 

answer gave, 
How for the colour of his skin the orphan was a slave ! 

And was not he as beautiftd ? — the tropic's dusky 

child— 
As the Christian of the pallid north, with stolen blood 

defiled? 
Himg not his raven curls as rich above his ebon brow ? 
Flashed not his dark eye in its pride, as brightly even 

now? 

Yes ! there was beauty in his form, and boldness in 

his air. 
But he wasted boyhood's budding prime in wildness 

and despair : 
No hand for him unlocked the fount of wisdom's sacred 

lore, 
Or taught his bursting heart in prayer its hidden griefs 

to pour. 

Sadly the boy's dark eye was fixed upon the silvery bay, 

Where, anchored on the slumb'ring waves, the white- 
winged vessels lay ; 

He watched their streamers floating free before the 
evening gale. 

While thus in plaintive numbers wild burst forth his 
artless tale. 
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'' Ye gallant sMps, from many a coast that sweep the 

distant main, 
Deep laden with the treasnred spoils of ocean's green 

domain I 
Ye bring the golden froitage from the rich CastUian 

land, 
And the starry gems that light the groves on Indians 

spicy strand; 

** But wherefore bring ye not to me some word of hope 

and cheer ? 
Who languish *neath the scourge and chain, throughout 

the circling year. 
Angels of freedom I Say, oh ! say — ^far distant though 

it be, 
Will not the glorious morning dawn when Douglas 

shall be free ? 

'*They tell me of a sunlit isle amidst the emerald 

waves, 
Whose sacred soil was never pressed by the shackled 

feet of slaves ; 
They tell me how her noble sons and daughters heavenly 

fair, 
Are free as is the mountain bird that skims the liquid 

air. 

** Oh 1 bear me to that smiling coast, ye white- winged 

galleys free I 
Oh I waft me from the land of chains to the home of 

liberty ! 
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I would I were some halcyon swift, within your sails to 

hide, 
So might I follow in your track and stem the surging 

tide. 



** It may not be! Ye linger not amid your bright 

career, — 
Is there no voice beneath the sun, the captive's groans 

to bear ? 
Oh ! if therQ be a God in Heaven, his wrath will 

surely wake 
In thunder on Columbia's head for injiured Afric's 

sake!" 

1845. 



THE MESSENGEKS OF HOME. 

Say, is there aught can solace bring 
To the drooping exile's mind ? 

Or across his path bright visions fling, 
From the home he leaves behind ? 

His spirit pines by the stranger's hearth, 
For the smiles of his kindred band. 

And his heart is sad 'mid scenes of mirth. 
With thoughts of his own far land. 

Yet deem ye not that he dwells alone, 
'Neath the gloom of foreign skies ; — 

A region of beauty all his own. 
In its freshness around him lies. 
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He hears soft tones on the southern breeze, 

From his native valleys borne ; 
There's a voice for him 'mid the rocking trees — 

A spell in the waving com. 

The flowers — the fair and fragile flowers — 

They tell him of his home ; 
They are fraught with tales of his childish hours^ 

Ere his steps had learned to roam. 

He reads fond names on each bud and bell, 

That sips the crystal dew ; 
Till the burning thoughts in his breast that swell, 

Are tinged with a tenderer hue. 

He loves to linger at twilight's fall. 
Where the dancing moonbeams play ; 

And to watch the stars at their Queen's soft call. 
Come forth on their shining way. 

And he loves the golden sunshine, 

When the radiant mom is high ; 
And the rosy tints of morning, 

Freshening the eastern sky. 

For they call back glowing images 

Of distant friends and dear ; 
And he gazes on their loveliness, 

Till he deems each loved one near. 

For him the mingled choms breaks 

From woodland and from grove ; 
For him the tempest's music wakes 

The ethereal realms above. 
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And oh ! in the solemn sunset hour, 

When the voice of prayer is heard, 
How melts his soul *neath that mystic power, 

Till its deepest founts are stirred. 

His orisons rise on the parting wind, 

In murmurings low and deep, — 
** A blessing on all I have left behind, 

Through the silent hours of sleep." 

Then say not, The exile dwells alone, 
'Neath the gloom of foreign skies, — 

For a region of beauty all his own. 
In its freshness around him lies. 

His eye is fixed on his own bright land. 

Where'er his footsteps roam. 
And his burning cheek is ever fanned 

With whispers from his home. 

Wateiford; 1846. 



MOENING. 

Up ! for the day dawneth 

Wide o'er the east — 
The nightingale's carol 

Its music hath ceased — 
The skylark is tuning 

His mirthfulest lay — 
On their carpet of daisies 

The lambs are at play. 
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Oh ! haste while the dew-drops 

Lie fresh on the grass, — 
The sunbeams will change them 

To pearls as they pass. 
The light touch of morning 

Hath wakened the breeze ; 
I hear its low murmur 

Amid the tall trees. 

The sentinel chanticleer 

Calls thee aloud — 
Aurora unwreatheth 

Her curtains of cloud-r 
The sun in his strength 

Is gone forth on his way, — 
Maiden I arouse thee then, 

Up and away ! 

The visions of slumber 

Fall soft on thy head, 
While the stillness of midnight 

Around thee is spread ; 
But swiftly they vanish 

At summons of mine, 
When the new wakened spirit 

Returns to her shrine. 

Then rise with the daylight, 

Thy task to begin ; 
From fruitless inaction. 

The moments to win. 
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But press not inglorious, 

Thy pillow so long, — 
Stem duties await thee, 

Arise and he strong ! 

Brief for the warrior, 

The hour of repose, — 
Short slnmher sufficeth, 

Encircled by foes ; 
And brief for the Christian, 

Each pause on his road. 
Whose goal is Mount Zion — 

Whose rest is with God, 

Croydon: 1846. 



SYMPATHY OF CHILDHOOD WITH 
FLOWEKS. . 

FOUNDED ON THE REAL IDEA OF AN AFFECTIONATE 
LITTLE OIRL. 

<< Not one, mamma ! not only one ! 

I could not bear to sever 
That bond of gentle union. 

So rudely thus for ever. 

*' The primrose could not live alone, 

Its graceM head would pine ; 
Its starry petals one by one 

Forsake their dewy shrine. 
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" How would it languish for the buds, 

It left in thousands there, 
Fringing the margin of the woods, 

Like gems in Beauty's hair ! 

** That sweet pale rose — oh ! cull it not, 
Without its kindred flowers ; 

Nor doom it to an exile's lot, 
Far from its native bowers. 

** But let me bring a handful more. 
Yellow, and white, and red, — 

Their mingled fragrancy to pour. 
Their blended Hght to shed. 

** And see those daisy-twins, mamma I 

How lovingly they smile I 
Yearning for day's resplendent star. 

Yet gladdening earth the while. 

'* I could not bear to bid them part, 

And leave one lonely here ; 
'Twould seem like tearing from my heart 

Some friendship fond and dear." 



* These are but childhood's fairy dreams. 
Which Time will soon dispel, — 

The flowers, with all their rainbow gleams. 
Have no such tale to tell. 
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' But there are myriad human flowers, 

Beyond the Atlantic main ; 
Tom from their homes by tyrant powers, 

Ne'er to return again. 

^ Think how they languish 'neath the weight 

Of slavery's iron bands — 
All vainly struggling to escape 

The oppressor's ruthless hands. 

* Their woolly curls and eyes of jet, 

Are blighted flowers indeed ; — 
Let not my darling these forget, 

On fancied griefs to feed.' 

1846. 



LINES WEITTEN FOR A FRIEND WHO WAS 
RECOVERING FROM ILLNESS. 

They watched beside my pillow. 

In silence and in fear. 
And almost deemed the while they gazed, 

The closing scene was near : 
I felt its paleness stealing 

Across my cheek and brow ; 
I heard the rush of ** eddying waves," 

As they rocked me to and fro. 

But the roaring flood subsided, — 

The summons passed away, — 
And the purple tide of life once more 

Rolled on in healthful play. 
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And I heard a gentle whisper, 
As of Angel- voices clear, — 

** Not yet, young Christian traveller, 
May we bid thee welcome here." 

Oh ! never seemed thy beauty. 

Sweet Nature, half so fair ! 
Though I have ever tuned my heart. 

Thy tenderest smiles to share. 
Not even in rosy childhood. 

Such glistening lustre lay 
On lake, and wood, and rock, and stream, 

As hghts the scene to-day. 

All loveliness and fragrance — 

It greets my raptured eyes. 
As when on Adam's vision burst 

The bowers of Paradise. 
Like his the rapt sensations. 

That o'er my senses creep — 
The thrill of wonder and delight, 

Awakened as from sleep. 

Thanksgiving then, and glory. 

My grateful heart would pour 
To Him who watched around my couch, 

And raised me up once more. 
The voice of adoration — 

The fervent hymn of praise — 
Would that in worthier strains than these, 

I might the tribute raise ! 



THE CHRISTIAN EXPIRING AT SUNRISE. 76 

But oh ! while still sojourning, 

A pilgrim here below, — 
Be the thoughts of sickness cherished well, 

Through each scene of joy or woe ; 
For solemn are the musings 

That haunt the sufferer's bed ; 
And none may guess the mystic dreams. 

O'er his fitful slumbers shed. 

Oh ! may their silent influence 

Breathe on me yet again. 
And the awful future ever seem 

As near as seemed it then. 
And for the golden City, 

And for the spirit Land, 
Still may I yearn as then I yearned. 

When I lingered on its strand. 

Croydon; Fourth Month. 1846. 



THE CHKISTIAN EXPIRING AT SUNRISE. 

A DETACHED FRAGMENT. 
(SXE THE UFB OF Dr. HOPI,— THK DBATH-BOKNK.) 

Slowly the twilight of the purple dawn 
Chaseth the glittering stars : the earliest streak 
Of trembling crimson scarce had flushed the clouds 
That linger round the Orient gates, to catch 
The first glad smile of morning. — Not for me 
Hasteneth the sun to urge his fiery car 

B 2 



76 00K8UMPTI0N. 

Along the steep of heaven ; — his noontide blaze 
Shall pour its beams on other eyes than mine. 
The cloudless, radiance of a brighter day 
Bursts on my spirit, — ^uncreated light, 
Unseen, unuttered, nnimagined glory. 

Not yet sweet Philomel hath ceased her song. 
Amidst the listening groves ; and shrill and clear 
Blendeth the lark^s blithe carol with her strain. 
Sing on, loved choristers ! your notes of praise 
Are heard in heaven, — sing on, but not for tm. 
My ear hath caught the music of the blest, — 
§ ' I The melody of seraph -harpings clear, — 

i|' : The many-chorded choirs of Paradise, 

In one harmonious welcome blending loud. 

I come — ^my mansion waits — ^my Saviour calls ! 
Earth, thou art passing fair, but I have looked 
My last on all thy beauty. Fainter now 
Grows each pulsation of my fluttering heart — 
And melts in dying cadence on the air, 
That tone of tenderness. My All in all ! 
Kedeemer ! Reconciler ! Advocate I 
Receive me to thy fold ! 

Croydon; 1846. 
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CONSUMPTION. 

It bursts not as the tempest's shock, with swift and 

sudden force. 
It sweeps not like the torrent, in its desolating course ; 
Not as the lightning's darted flame, it wins its rapid way, 
Not as the viewless whirlwind, o'er ocean's fields at play. 
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But slowly, silently it steals with measured pace unseen, 

And blighted joys lie, scattered close, where'er its step 
hath been ; 

As melts the ghttering snow-wreath beneath the burn- 
ing noon, 

As fades the sunset radiance — as dies the skylark's tune. 

Hast thou not marked the autumn woods assume their 

tints of gold ? 
How long each slender leaf and spray retains its fragile 

hold! 
Know'st thou how field-flowers wither 'neath summer's 

scorching ray ? 
How they languish in its sultry breath, and pine in 

slow decay ! 

Such is the lingering death they die — ^the beautiful — the 

young, 
Whose fate in many a plaintive strain the tragic bard 

hath sung : 
Thus fades the stripling's glance of fire — ^thus droops 

his graceful head, 
While o'er his cheek the hectic flush its treacherous 

bloom hath shed. 

Thus yieldeth sunny girlhood to the cold embrace of 

death. 
Murmuring some low celestial air with her latest 

fluttering breath. 
Her step forgets its lightsome bound — her voice its 

silvery tone — 
But the smile that played around her hps, remains when 

these have flown. 



78 CONSUMPTIOK. 

Death of the chosen! (If my heart presame from 

Heaven to crave 
Aught of that scene of dread suspense, precursor of 

the grave,) 
Thine be the high commission, when my earthly race is 

o'er. 
To bear me to that world unknown, whence man returns 

no more. 

Fain would I feel my trembling pulse grow fainter day 

by day. 
And languish out my youthful life into thine arms away ; 
And watch the Tyrant's slow advance, with his terrors 

all laid down ; 
And hear him call the Angel-hosts, to bring my 

heavenly crown. 

To see the tears of all I love — each quivering hand to 

press — 
To whisper back each fond farewell, in conscious help- 



To lie reclined in sight of Heaven — its glories full in 

view — 
And to catch the spirit-music, ere I bid this world adieu. 

And more than all — around my couch Lnmanuers voice 

to hear, — 
To lean upon his loving breast — to know his presence 

near; 
And then to sleep as sleep the flowers at golden day's 

decline. 
And wake beside the sea of glass, — such blissful death 

be mine ! 
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But hush ! In dim ohscurity the shrouded future lies ; 
No mortal gaze may strive to pierce its awful mysteries. 
How swiflr— how soon our closing hour, to none but 

God is known ; 
To meet its summons unappalled — ^be this our care 

alone. 

Father ! 'tis not for eyes of mine thy deep designs to 

see — 
Welcome must be the messenger that calls me home to 

thee. 
Or pale consumption's withering blight, or fever's 

scorching flame. 
Or dread nnlooked-for accident — I know their end the 

same. *' 

Then make me, make me ready, as seasons hasten by, 
Thro' swift arrest, or slow decline, for the death thy 

chosen die. "^ 

C^ydon: FirH Month, 1847. 



THE VOICE OF THE PULSE. 

I SPEAK not in accents fierce and loud, 
With a voice that vnll be heard ; 

My tones are lost 'mid the bustling crowd. 
Like the lay of the ocean-bird. 

But when from the city's restless throng 

Thon pensively tnm'st away. 
Then bend thine ear to my lowly song, 

And heed what its teachings say. 



80 



THE VOIOB OF THE PUL8B. 



Deep in the shrine of thine inmost heart. 

Is my secret dwelling made ; 
In all its music I bear a part. 

And its passions by me are swayed. 

'Tis I that give thee thy step of air. 
When the wings of hope are free ; 

The joyous smiles thou art wont to wear — 
Their sunshine is aU from me. 

And mine is the swift unbidden glow 
That mounts to thy conscious cheek, 

Ere reason her guiding lamp can show, 
Or conscience hath leaye to speak. 

And I mark each shadow of gloom or grief, 
That weigheth thy spirits down ; 

For I change like the quiyering aspen leaf. 
As thy landscapes smile or frown. 



And thus since the shining stars were young, 

And Time his career began. 
To each varying chord of passion strung. 

Have I dwelt in the breast of man. 



y 



But ages on ages rolled away. 

And empires arose and fell. 
Ere Science came, with her piercing ray, 

Of my wondrous birth to tell. 



THE VOICE OF THE PULSE, 81 

Oceans were traversed, and trophies won 

By the might of human power ; 
And specks were seen on the central smi, 

And dust on the forest flower. 

While /, who nerved the uplifted hand, 

And lighted the loving eye. 
By sage and student alike unscanned, 

Still flowed neglected by. 

All honour to him* whose ardent mind 

The mystery first explored, 
And taught his country the source to find. 

Whence my rosy streams are poured ! 

Not all the pomp of the midnight sky. 

Nor the lovely tints of spring. 
More clearly tell of a God on high. 

Than the matchless proofs I bring. 

It matters not whether locked in sleep 

Thy spirit forget its might ; 
Or borne afar on the rolling deep. 

Thou takest thine eager flight, — 

With vigour that knows no pause of rest. 

Thy pulses are bounding on ; 
In silence fulfilling the high behest 

Of Him — ^the unsleeping One. 



Harvey. 
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82 SOLILOQUY. 

But a day is coming — ^thon know'st not wh^i. 
That shall hush their sportive play ; 

Faint and more faint will they grow — and tJicn 
Thou must quit thy home of clay ! 

1847. 



SOLILOQUY, 

WRITTEN FOR A COUSIN ON HIS ENTBRINO A NEW 
SITUATION AT THE AQB OP TWENTY-ONE, ON THE 
FIRST OF FOURTH MONTH, 1847; HAVING HAD IT 
SUGGESTED TO HIM NOT TO COMMENCE ON THAT 
DAY. 

"Nay I 'tis the First of April I 

I would not go to-day ! 
The gloom of one iU-omen'd hour. 

Will cloud thy ftiture way : 
Commence not on this morning, 

A new and strange career ; 
As with success thou hop'st to crown 

The labours of the year." 

Thus spoke the voice of friendship 

In many a winning tone ; 
And thus my distant brothers' love. 

Was anxiously made known. 
Awhile in thought I pondered. 

The deep result to weigh ; 
But soon my kindling spirit rose, 

And dashed its fears away. 
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And what if old tradition 

Hath stamped young April's mom 
With vague mysterious auguries, 

Which reason laughs to scorn, — 
I am a child no longer, 

I heed not fables now ! 
A timorous legend hath not power 

To darken manhood's brow. 

We know whose Hand appointeth 

Our duties as He will ; 
The task be ours, with filial hearts 

Those duties to fulfil. 
His is the awful future — 

This moment is our own — 
To-morrow's page of woe or weal, 

To us aKke imknown. 

An omen — ^for the coward. 

Who fears the solemn night ; 
A portent — ^for the guilty heart. 

That shuns the golden light, — 
But daunt not youthful courage, 

With tales of doubt and dread I 
Each hour is prosperous to the good, 

By virtuous impulse led. 

Then, sunny First of April ! 

Henceforward thou shalt be 
Eecorded in my calendar. 

With grateful memory : 



84 ON TEARS. 

A day of hope and triumph, 

Of ghidness and of song, 
Wherein I break the futile spells. 

That bind the yulgar throng. 

It may be that the sunshine, 

Life's opening path may gild ; — 
It may be that each cherished hope 

Shall wither unfulfilled, — 
But he, whose famst reposeth, 

'Neath Heaven's protecting wing, — 
May meet unmarred whate'er from Heaven 

The changeful seasons bring. 

CrojfdoH, 



ON TEARS. 

High on a sable rock that frowned above the Grecian 

main, 
At dawn of day the monarch* stood amidst his courtier 

train: 
His countless ships around him lay, fast anchored on 

the tide, 
And thoughts of conquest flushed his cheek, and 

swelled his heart with pride. 
Then turned he to the shrouded page of dim futurity, — 
** Where, in a hundred years to come, where will these 

thousands be"? 

* Xerxes. 
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The colour faded from his cheek, his soul grew sick 

with fears ; 
He veiled his face beneath his robe to hide his barsting 

tears. 



To the regal towers of Babylon the laurelled victor 

came, — 
The victor king* of Macedon, the eagle child of Fame ; 
His hand had torn the diadem from vanquished Persia's 

crest; 
From sea to shore the subject world his conquering 

might confessed. 
All was his own from Egypt's flood to India's utmost 

isles, — 
** And is this all? This paltry meed the prize of all 

my toils ? — 
Give me another world to win, another wreath to 

wear." — 
And like a child the conqueror wept, overwhelmed in 

mute despair. 

'Twas sunset on the Danube when the tented field was 
won, 

And the general rested on his sword, his work of con- 
quest done ; 

The relics of a slaughtered host unheeded strewed the 
ground, 

And the dying murmurs of the brave were faintly 
echoed round. 

* Alexander the Great. 
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And there, the faithful and the fond, a gentle spaniel 

came, 
From the yalture's ravening beak to guard his master's 

lifeless frame. 
'^Oh! shame on sceptred murderers*'! his anguish 

seemed to say ; — 
Napoleon felt the just rebuke, and turned in tears away. 

That was an hour of pride and joy, when Scotia's 

daring child* 
Found the deep cradle of the Nile amidst the lonely 

wild. 
What kings and chiefs of noblest name had vainly 

sought so long, 
Now flashed upon his raptured gaze, and soothed his 

soul with song. 
But soon was quelled the exulting glance that kindled 

in his eye, 
As he thought upon the mountain streams beneath his 

own loved sky : 
E'en at the goal of all his hopes the son of Albion wept. 
As whispers of his distant home across his spirit swept. 

The voice of song was on the air — a nation's loud 

acclaim. 
Calling rich blessings from the skies on young Victoria's 

name ; 
And England's noblest princes knelt to kiss that 

queenly hand, 
And patriots gathered round her throne, a true and 

loyal band. 

• Braoe. 
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Yet midst the shouts of welcome that through her 

palace rang. 
She looked not on the glittering crown without a secret 

pang. 
Her gentle bosom fluttered, oppressed by rising fears, 
And her answer to their plaudits was a flood of silent 

tears. 

But who may weep as Jesus wept? — Beside the rocky 

cave 
His tears had power to summon back the slumberer 

from the grave. 
Not for his own deep agonies those sacred drops were 

shed. 
But for the grief of those he loved — the sisters of the 

dead. 
And weeping 'neath the olive shade again behold him 

stand. 
Denouncing Heaven's avenging wrath on Judah's guilty 

land. 
Oh ! wondrous sympathy of love ! The King, the Lord 

of all, 
In tears like one of mortal birth, o'er a city's destined 

fall. 

Croydon s 1847. 



88 THE BRIDE^B FAREWELL THOUGHTS. 

THE BRIDE'S FAREWELL THOUGHTS. 

WRITTEN FOR A COUSIN. 

** My home ! My sunny home ! 
Scene of my childhood's joys ! And can it be, 
Each pulse of gladness or of grief to come, 
Shall heave or hush my heart apart from thee ? 

** My mother ! Never yet 
Unshared by thee was tear or smile of mine ; 
Each note, each whisper of my heart hath met 

An answering chord in thine. 

** Father ! My place of pride, 
Since first I learned to lisp that tender name, 
Hath ever been exulting at thy side ; 

Thy will my dearest aim. 

** My brothers I I have seen 
Legends of many a bright romance of yore ; 
But hearts of gentler mould than yours, I ween 
Ne'er lent their love to maiden's path before. 

** Thou sister of my heart ! 
My own own friend, whose glance, whose lightest 

thought. 
Mine eye hath read by love's unerring art, 
Like flash from flash in answering signal caught. 

** And ye, our youngest pair ! 
Like woodland warblers of the tuneful spray. 
Gladdening with music all the summer air, 

From dawn till closing day. 
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** On all, on each in turn, 
With fond regret my lingering muse would dwell ; 
While on my lips the quivering accents bum, 
Now faltered first for you — ^farewell, — ^farewell ! 

" A moment let me pause 
'Twixt Past and Present, on the threshold stone ; 
Ere yet my trembling hand the veil withdraws. 

O'er the dim Future thrown. 

** Nor let connubial love, 
With aught of gloom receive his Bride in tears, — 
Pledge of a tenderness himself shall prove, 
Unchanged and changeless thro' the lapse of years. 

'* Though bright the sunshine lies. 
In lengthening vistas o'er the broad expanse ; 
Tho' glowing visions in perspective rise. 

To Hope's enraptured glance. 

" Yet ere the vow be spoken. 
The sparkling Kubicon for ever passed, 
The first dear link of home's bright circle broken. 
How many a longing gaze is backward cast 1 

** To Thee, my God, to Thee I 
Rise the last breathings of my maiden lyre ; 
Keep thou my young affections pure and free. 

And sanctify their fire. 

** To all I leave behind. 
Still be thy blessing in its fulness given ; 
To me their parted one, oh I grant to find, 
'Mid life's ten thousand paths the road to Heaven." 
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TO MY COUNTRY. 

My own, own Land ! 
Fairest and queenliest of the Island throng. 
By ocean* s freshest breezes proudly fanned, — 

Inspire thy Minstrers song I 

Land of the fertile sod I 
Whose giant oaks like guardian genii stand, 
Whose glades by fawn and bounding deer are trod,* 

My own fair Land I 

Home of a happy race ! 
How softly sleeps the sunshine on thy strand, — 
How cling thy children to their dwelling place, — 

My own bright Land ! 

The household hearth is thine, 
Gray'n with fond names of many a kindred band ; 
Around its blaze what cherished memories twine, — 

My own dear Land ! 

Thine is the tuneful shade — 
The shadowy mountain outline wild and grand — 
The daisied fields where late my childhood played,- 

My own sweet Land I 

And thine the Patriot's flame — 
The thrilling pressure of affection's hand — 
The Sage's lore — the Bard's undying fame, — 

My own loved Land ! 
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• 

Proud birthplace of the Free 1 
AroTmd thy throne no servile minions stand ; 
The chains of bondage ne'er were forged for thee, 

My own free Land I 

Oh I ever let my he&rt 
In bounding gratitude to Heaven expand, 
That 'midst thy children it hath given me part, — 

My own bless' d Land ! 

Nimth Month, 1847. 



KEFLECTIONS 

SUGGESTED BY SOME CONVERSATION ON THE DISPRO- 
PORTION BETWEEN OUR DESIRES AND FACILITIES 
FOR EFFECTING GOOD. 

There glows within the human breast, 

A bright and quenchless flame ; 
Something that will not be repressed. 

Which yet we cannot name. 

The yearnings of intense desire, 

To every heart are known, — 
A restless thirst for something higher 

Than here we call our own. 

Like eagles caged we droop and pine, 

Each in his narrow sphere ; 
And at the Present still repine. 

And still the Future fear. 
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And visions bright of deeds renowned, 
We might perchance have done ; 

Or meed of fame by others found, 
We might ourselves have won. 

How do they fill the aspiring soul, 
With longings deep and strange ; 

High hopes that seem to find no goal, 
^Mid life's contracted range 1 

But wherefore are they sent ? To cheat 

Our prime of youth away, 
And leave us conscious of defeat ; 

To doubt and grief a prey ? 

And is it but in mockery given — 

This energy of mind, 
That bums to compass earth and heaven. 

And leave the stars behind ? 

The will to act, without the power ^ — 
Oh I self-consuming thought I 

And shall it thus our strength devour ? 
And must we live for nought ? 

Not so — methinks within thy breast. 
The voice Divine is heard ; 

When lulling all thy fears to rest. 
It calms them with a word. 

To all, to each, a separate part 
In life's great task is given ; 

Each holds his devious course apart ; 
All yield account to Heaven. 
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Nor need we of our lot complain, 

Though cast in nook obscure ; 
The meanest laboureth not in vain, 

A blessing to secure. 

We know not why the prospect yields 

To one so poor a prize ; 
While to another, boundless fields 

Of glorious promise rise. 

Yet not for this delay we still 

To tread the path assigned ; 
Through every scene of good and ill, 

Alike to Heaven resigned. 

And not the less each young desire, 

And high-bom hope be nursed ; 
Till the pearl gates and Angel choir 

Full on our sight shall burst. 

1847. 



** WHO CAN TELL THE OEBIT OF A KIND 
THOUGHT?" 

F. Douglas. 

When the still lake in magic rings is stirred 
By pebbly missile flung from childhood's hand. 

The measured rippling of the waves is heard 
In swift succession as they kiss the land. 
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Nor less familiar to the ear of man, 
The spheral music of untrayersed space — 

Each planet's path his eye hath learned to scan — 
To every star assigned its separate place — 

The comet's track we know — Thought's orbit who 
can trace ? 

Unsleeping, omnipresent, awful Thought ! 

It grasps the extended uniyerse, — ^its flight 
Is far through fields no eagle's wing hath sought. 

E'en to the source of uncreated light. 
And where hath Thought its birth ? Stupendous thing I 

Compassing earth, and heaven, and lowest hell ; — 
Its home is where the heart's deep echoes ring, 

Far in the unfathomed spirit's inmost cell ; 
Its secret place we know — ^its circuit who can tell 7 

Trace the fierce thought of vengeful wrath and pride. 

That to the conqueror's breast in boyhood came, 
Through many a dreary scene of ruin wide. 

Fields of the dead, and cities rolled in flame. 
Track the fell thought of avarice, where the slave 

Is tasked to death beneath a tropic sky; — 
Where the red chieftain and his followers brave. 

Far from their wasted homes in exile sigh ; — 
So Christian Europe's sons their glorious faith belie. 

A kind Thought's orbit ! Wider than the earth, 
And broader than the earth-encircling sea, 

Girdling in one embrace the frozen north. 
And genial plains of southern fragrancy. 
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Silent and soft as eyening's earliest star, 

It glides unbidden tlirougb the generous soul ; 

But follow, if thou canst, its course afar, 
And tell me where it finds its distant goal ? — 

The waves that Thought hath stirred, to Heaven's high 
confines roll. 

The Thought of kindness ! Mark his* high career, 

At whose command the prison-bolts were riven ; 
Or Aer5,f to every child of suffering dear. 

To whom the key-note of the heart was given. 
Bead how Las Casas for the oppressed arose. 

What time Columbus found the world he sought ; 
How British hearts, on fire for Afric's woes. 

Told down their millions, and her freedom bought. — 
These are the glorious deeds first shadowed forth in 
Thought. 

These are a portion — but what verse shall sing 

The kindly Thought ne'er echoed back by fame ? 
That sprang, as roses in the desert spring. 

Where, save the wind's light tread, no footstep came ; 
Yet by the breeze in widening circles borne, 

Full soon it flies to earth's remotest bound ; 
Where'er the weeds of wretchedness are worn. 

Where'er a tear on human cheek is found — 
There hath the Deed of love the Thought of kindness 
crowned. 

But one ygh Thought there was had birth in Heaven, 
In that sad hour when man his Eden lost, — 

• John Howard. f B. J. Pry. 
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Thought of a race redeemed — a world forgiven — 
Thought hailed with awe throughout the Angel-host. 

Each impulse soft of human sympathy — 

Behold the source exhaustless whence it sprung ; 

All blend with this in faultless harmony, 
On this, their centre, all the rest are hung : 

To this high Thought alone the immortal harps are 
strung. 

Croydon ; Fird Month, 1848. 



HANNIBAL'S VOW. 

(Skb Arnold's Histort of Bomb.) 

Before the shrine the victims stood, 

Adorned for sacrifice ; 
The blade that soon must drink their blood, 

Was lifted towards the skies. 

Awhile in prayer the chieftain knelt. 
With hands upraised on high — 

The Jistening warriors round him felt 
His soul's strong mastery. 

He paused, when, lo ! his darling boy 

Had stolen to his side ; 
With eager gaze of childish joy, 

And weapon yet untried. 

His raven curls hung loose and free. 

Above his brow severe ; 
His dark eye spoke his destiny, — 

** To fame and Carthage dear." 
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Then looked Hamilcar on his child. 

With fearfiil glance and strange ; 
The boy in answering wonder smiled, 

And felt his colour change. 

His dimpled hand the chieftain laid 

Upon the victim's head ; 
Again in awful silence prayed, 

Then thns aloud he said ; 

** My hope ! my pride 1 my eldest-bom ! 

To thee thy country calls ; 
Already o'er life's opening dawn. 

The length' ning shadow falls. 

** Say, wilt thou march beside thy sire, 

To conquer or to die ? 
Feel'st thou thy kindling soul aspire 

To meet thy calling high ? 

" Then kneel, — the shrine awaits thy vow. 

Thy vow of lasting hate. 
While woods shall wave, and waters flow. 

To Rome's imperial state." 

With mingled sense of hope and dread. 

The boy's young spirit shook ; 
And earnestly again he read 

Hamilcar' s steadfast look. 

Then raised his fair right arm to heaven. 

And swore by sea and sky. 
Sun, moon, and stars, and planets seven, 

And all the gods on high, — 
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^* Hatred to Eome t eternal hate ! 

Revenge and direst ill ! 
Th' unalterable decree of fate 

I hasten to fulfil.'* 

Unheard the solemn accents fell, 

Save by his sire alone ; 
The magic of that awful spell 

To none beside was known. 

But well the seven-hilled city knew, 

In many an after year, 
How, to his early promise true, 

He trod his stem career. 

Repose by night, or rest by day. 

Or home's endearing ties ; 
With all the dear delights that lay 

Beneath his native skies ; — 

Unmoved, his soul renounced them all ;— 

One mighty task alone, 
To work the imperious tyrant's fall. 

He challenged as his own. 

For this he scaled the Alpine height, 
And stemmed the impetuous flood ; 

And quailed for this the Roman might, 
On Cannae's field of blood. 

Thro' each dark scene of toil and strife, 
That dimmed his manhood's brow, 

'Twas with him still, in death, in life, — 
His childhood's early vow. 

******* 
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And we, whose eyes the unclouded ray 

Of Christian light hath blessed ; 
Shall we not hasten, too, to pay 

The vows on us that rest ? 

A nobler strife to us is given ; 

Then let it ne'er be said, 
'* To us less dear our home in Heaven, 

Than Carthage to the dead." 

Croydon; 1848. 



''IS THAT A SKYLABK!" 

ELIHU BUBRITT's RAPTUROUS EXCLAMATION, WHEN, FOR 
THE FIRST TIME, HE HEARD HER MUSIC. 

A skylark's song — ^the very first 
That child of many gifbs had heard ; 

And from his lips in rapture burst 
The half-unconscious word. 

How lightly from her dewy bed 

That gentle lark uprose ; 
All reckless whose the passing tread 

That broke her brief repose. 

And loud and louder still she poured 

Her thrilling chant afar, 
Till all his inmost soul adored 

The Hand tiiat fashioned her. 

f2 
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His step had scaled the mountain's height^ 
His bark the torrent's force subdued, 

His young heart faced the tempest's might, 
And felt the forest's solitude. 



Had he not heard the awfiil roar 
Of dread Niagara's foaming flood? 

And by the wild Atlantic shore, 
Amid its deafening surges stood ? 

And knew he not the gorgeous dyes 

Of every rainbow-tinted wing 
That flits beneath Columbian skies? — 

And all the notes with which they ring ? 

These had he known — the vast, the strange, 

The wonderful, the grand — 
All lay within the spacious range 

Of his own dear native land. 



All these he knew — yet ne'ejr his ear 
Had drunk a strain so sweet — 

That joyous skylark's carol clear, 
From the turf beneath his feet. 

With folded arms entranced he stood. 
Listening with all his loving soul ; 

His thrilling ecstacy of mood, 
No language might control. 
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I would ye cotdd Have seen tHe gaze, 

With whicli his piercing eye 
Pursued her through the evening haze, 

Till lost amid the sky. 
And then, as died the strains away. 
Thus woke his own responsive lay. 

** And ihxit a skylark ! — Glorious thing ! 

Creature of heaven, not earth 1 
The boundless fields of cloudland ring 

With the rich notes of thy mirth. 

" With sense of wonder, deep and strong, 

Amazed I lift my brow. 
That I have walked this earth so long. 

Yet known thee not till now. 

" I deemed my land the loveliest 

Beneath the blaze of noon ; 
With nature's gifts most richly blest, — 

I had not heard thy tune. 

" But when with bounding step I tread 

My native wilds once more. 
The absence of thy song will shed 

A gloom unfelt before. 

'* I've loved the queenly Albion 

Since first I neared her coast ; 
But for thy music's thrilling tone. 

Henceforth I love her most. 
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'' Sweet Bird I if bird indeed thou art. 

And not some glorious chemb form; 
Ne'er shall thy song forsake my heart. 

In sunshine or in storm. 

^' And when the welcome summons comes from heayen, 
* Prepare thee now to tread the courts Divine,' — 

Then to my parting spirit be it given, 

A strain as sweet, a flight as swift as thine.'' 

CrogtUm: 1848. 



THE SONG OF THE SWAN. 

*' Let this be mj Swan's Song, 
Lord, let me depart in peaoe." 

GOXTBE. 

The summer's sun was sinking low, 

The dewy flowers were closing. 
And Erin's hills had caught the glow 
Which sunset clouds alone can throw. 
In their own calm light reposing. 

Beclined upon his couch of death, 

A youthful Christian lay ; 
His languid pulse, his fluttering breath 

Had almost ceased their play. 

Fierce was the fiery hectic dye, 

On his fevered cheeks that burned ; 

Full on the gorgeous western sky 
His longing eyes were turned. 
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Of choicest flowers, a chaplet rare 

His snowy pillow graced ; 
And close beside, with studious care 

His darling lyre * was placed : 

Prom chord to chord one slender hand, 

With touch unconscious strayed ; 
And one with trembling fingers scanned 

A Book before him laid, — 
The sacred Page of hope and cheer, 
That bears the Gospel message dear ! 

One watched beside him — one alone, 

A maiden young and fair ; 
Her voice the echo of his own, 

Like his her raven hair. 

They were but two, — ^in life's young morn 
Death's unrelenting hand had torn 

Each household link away ; 
And side by side, the orphan pair. 
Blessed in each other's love and care. 

Had held their devious way. 
They were but two, — ^the morrow's sun. 
That set on both, arose on one. 

Long fixed the youth his earnest gaze. 
In silence on the effulgent blaze. 
Fast deepening into gloom ; 

* A poetical figure. 



104 THE BONG OF THE 8WAK. 

The holy awe — ^the mystic dread, 
Across his wasted features spread, 
A strange and solemn influence shed 
O'er all the quiet room. 

At length he roused his strength to speak, 
A deeper flush suflused his cheek ; 
And as the swan, when death draws near, 
Pours to the groves his carol clear, 
And with his last and sweetest lay. 
Warbles his tuneful soul away, — 
So sang the bard his parting strain, 
As one who ne'er shall sing again, — 
Rather as one whose morrow's hymn 
Shall swell the songs of Seraphim. — 

** And this is death I I deemed not thus the awful 

summons came — 
Is this the march of him who bears a tyrant's dreaded 

name? 
Where is the thunder of his arm — ^the lightning of 

his brow ? 
The terror of his livid shaft, at which the loftiest bow ? 

*' Oft have I mused on death's approach, and nerved 

my soul to hear 
The trampling of his coursers pale with cheek un- 

blanched by fear ; 
But lo ! he comes like summer breeze — ^unheralded — 

unseen — 
As falls the soft-descending night o'er all the sylvan 

scene. 
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'^ Oh ! I have loyed this glorions earth, its stmshine 

and its showers, 
The free rejoicing breezes, the genial breath of 

flowers. 
Each sight and sonnd of loveliness, each brilliant 

summer day, — 
These have I loved and made my own, as none but 

Poet may. 



'* And gentle science to my grasp her priceless hoards 
hath spread. 

And thro' her flowery mazes fair, my willing foot- 
steps led : 

From the lore of by-gone ages, from the treasures 
of to-day. 

How many a gleam of friendly light hath cheered my 
lonely way I 

Yet blends not with my closing thoughts one tran- 
sient pang, to know 

That I have looked my last to-night on all that 
charmed me so. 



*' And I have loved my simple harp, though rude its 
minstrelsy, — 

Well hath it served to soothe my griefs, and keep 
my spirit free ; 

And I could weep to leave its chords for ever thus 
unstrung. 

But for the harp that waits me there, you Angel- 
choirs among. 

F 3 



106 THB BONO OF THE SWAK. 

" And I have felt the joys of lore — affeotion^s tender 

ties, 
And met the kindling glance that beamed from 

friendship's speaking eyes. 
Oh ! I could weep, and bitterly, from each cherished 

link to sever, 
But for my faith in that far Land, where parting 

cometh never. 

** And my young hopes, my glowing dreams of snnnier 

hours in store. 
The minstrel- wreath I thought to win, the heights I 

burned to soar. 
The dear delights of hearth and home in sevenfold 

charms portrayed, — 
How strange it seems without one sigh to watch sttch 

visions fade ! 

"But other thoughts are round me now — ^the gates of 
pearl unfolding. 

The saints beside the fount of life their palms of 
conquest holding ; 

And more than all, in Glory high, my fainting soul 
to greet. 

My great Redeemer waits to bless, before the Mercy- 
seat. 

*' And thoughts of sin* and vanity, though pardoned, 
haunt me still ; 

Folly, and pride, and anger, and fierce untamed self- 
will. 

* Sins past. 
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Dark is tlie ample record with many a page of shame, 
Leaf after leaf, and line on line, their purport still 

the same. 
Such is the aspect worn in death by deeds we deemed 

our purest — 
Such the dread conflict all must share — e'en they 

whose hope is surest. 

*' Strange is the Future's mingling with the dim re- 
ceding Past, 

As backward o'er its broad expanse my anxious gaze 
I cast. 

The traces of its tears and smiles are fading fast away ; 

I may not pause to call them back, or scan the long 
array, — 

I can but cast in lowly trust on Heaven my latest 
care. 

And breathe my parting spirit forth in faltering tones 
of prayer. 

** Thy hand, my Saviour, thine alone, shall seal my 
closing eyes, 

Thy presence light the *' lonely vale" through which 
my passage lies. 

Safe in thy love I venture forth amid the wide un- 
known, — 

Thou canst not from thy promise swerve, thou wilt 
not leave thine own ! 

** There are who deem it sad to turn from scenes of 

youthful glee, 
Who sigh to leave this world so soon ; it seems not 

sad to me : 
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Rather I praise thee, that remoyed from days of ill 

to come, 
In life's fresh spring thy guiding hand nnscaUied 

conducts me home. 

** IVe given my lyrics to the flames — ^the lays I loved 

to write, 
IVe laid aside each gentle task that gave me such 

delight. 
Now have I nothing left to do, but leaning on thy 

breast. 
To bless thee with my dying lips, and sink at once 

to rest. 

*' Great Author of my faith ! Be thou its glorious 

Finisher ; 
Sustain my soul, and whisper peace my fainting 

heart to cheer. 
And above all things else, oh I Lord, confess me for 

thine own. 
In that dread hour when all shall stand before thine 

awful Throne.'* 



A COUPLET. 

Bring us all to harmony 
With each other and with Thee. 
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REFLECTIONS ON RECOVERING FROM 
TYPHUS FEVER. 

(Wbittkk vob ▲ Bblativb.) 

Thb glorious golden sunshine — 

The genial breath of flowers — 
The free rejoicing breezes — 

The lulling rainbow-showers ; 
The music of the forest — 

The silence of the glades — 
The flashing of the lightning's wing 

Amid th' astonished shades. 

The thousand tuneful echoes 

That stir the mountain-air — 
The thousand shapes of beauty 

Sweet Nature loves to wear ; 
Again beneath your influence 

My bounding spirit soars — 
Again the cool delicious gale 

My wasted strength restores. 

And friendship's many voices, 

And love's own radiant smile, 
And ye, my darling studies, 

Once more' the hours beguile. 
My heart awakes to gladness, 

My lyre retunes her chords ; 
And struggles long the expanding thought, 

To pour itself in words. 
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My own, my great Redeemer ! 

To thee the strain is due, 
Who cooled my fevered pulses, 

And checked them as they flew. 
Death's fearful grasp was on me — 

Long was the strife and dread ; 
But thou, his Conqueror long before. 

He knew thee, and he fled. 

Then not alone the cadence 

Of syllable and song, 
Or harmony of numbers. 

To such high theme belong : 
But take the grateful homage 

Of all my future days ; 
And let the life thy love hath spared. 

Be sacred to thy praise. 

Yet trembling and reluctant 

I turn to earth again — 
To its snares, and toils, and dangers, 

Its weariness and pain. 
I dread the swift contagion 

Of folly and of sin — 
I fear to lose th' angelic chant, 

'Mid worldly strife and din. 

And when, perchance, the pressure 
Of lengthened years shall weigh 

My buoyancy of spirits down, 
And hush each mirthful lay ; 
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When I have known the terrors 

Of strong temptation's power, 
And grown familiar with his wiles 

Who waiteth to devour, — 
Will not the long lone valley 

More darkly intervene ? 
Shall I not wish my bark had gained 

Her port at young nineteen ? 

Not so — ^no foe can harm me. 

Without my Saviour's will ; 
The sunshine and the storm alike 

His purposes fulfil. 
Then trust, my soul, in Jesus — 

On him thy burden cast, 
Th' untravelled future to direct — 

To cancel all the past ! 

Brodfofrd, 



THE FIRST-BORN. 

Writtbh roB A Friknd. 

What strange and sudden sense of bliss, 
My glowing breast with rapture thrills ? 

What hidden fount my eyelid fills. 
As bursts the first maternal kiss ? 

Was I not blest enough before ? 

Were not Thy gifts a countless store ? 
Father ! that Thou hast added this ! 
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Oh richly hath the hand divine, 

Crowned me with blessings from my birth ; 
And the deep love of home and hearth, 

In all its fulness, hath been mine. 
All other joys my heart had known, 
All — save a Motherls name alone, — 

Now is it filled, love's holiest shrine. 

Now to my trembling hand is given 
A spotless pearl of price untold — 

A blossom of immortal mould — 

A harp to set in tune for Heaven ; — 

A fairy bark to launch and guide 

O'er treacherous shoal and reef untried, 
To its appointed haven. 

My first, first treasure I There Inay spring 

Another, and another flower. 
To grace the dear domestic bower, 

And round my heart its tendrils fling ; 
But thou wilt ever fairest seem ; 
To thee each young remembered dream 

Of hope and promise still shall cling. 

Thou that art all my own I What pen 
Can paint the workings of my breast, 

As, lulling oft thy rosy rest, 
With many a rude unfinished strain, 

I muse the while on coming days. 

And trace thy path through life's rough maze,- 
Mine own without its pain. 
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Oh ! task of love and pride I To rear 

A young immortal for the skies — 
To watch the infant faculties 

Unfolding brightly year by year, — 
And mark the new-bom soul put on 
Her radiant garments, one by one, 

As leaf by leaf the flowers appear. 

What have I saidj? It sounds too bold — 

May I not sleep within the tomb, 
Ere yet my bud hath leave to bloom ? 

How know I that it shall unfold ? 
What though I know not ! All is known 
To Him who left his heavenly Throne 

To make a babe like this His own. 



Worctder: 1860. 



LULLABY. 

Slbep, my child I The moonlight sleepeth 

On the ocean billow ; 
'Tis thy mother's eye that keepeth 

Watch beside thy pillow. 
Darling, sleep I The waves are sleeping 

'Neath the moonbeam's smile ; 
And thy mother's heart is keeping 

Watch o'er thee the while. 

Sleep, my bright one ! Zephyr slumbers 

'Midst the forest leaves. 
Where all night her plaintive numbers, 

Philomela weaves. 
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On the hills the lonely echoes 

Softly sink to rest ; 
In the groves the solemn shadows — 

Thou npon my breast. 

Sleep, my babe ! The Hly sleepeth 

On the lake's calm bosom — 
Drowsy sense of slumber creepeth 

O'er each bud and blossom. 
On the hill's green slope reclining, 

Sleeps the mist afar — 
Gem-Hke through the darkness shining, 

Smiles the vesper star. 

Lo ! the clouds that skirt the mountain. 

Fold their pinions free ; 
Silence broods o'er fell and fountain — 

Silent love o'er thee. 
E'en the stormy winds are sleeping 

In their caverns deep — 
Watch and ward mamma is keeping, — 

Sleep, then,. darling, sleep ! 

Worcester; 1850. 



LULLABY. 

FROM THE GERMAN. 

Sleep, dearest Baby 1 my Darling ! my Prize ! 
Close the soft lids of those beaming blue eyes. 
Still as the grave is the silence that broods, 
Lightly I fan oflf each fly that intrudes. 
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Now is life's golden time, would it but stay ! 
Ne'er shall to-morrow seem bright as to-day ; 
Cares round thy couch in thick phalanx will close, 
Vainly thou'lt sigh for untroubled repose. 

Sleep, darling Baby I Though night draweth near, 
Still Mamma watcheth thee ; sleep without fear. 
Early or late o'er thy cradle I bend. 
Robbing my pillow thy slumbers to tend. 

Woreetter: 1851. 



THE LAST FAREWELL. 

" Farewell ! but not as erst that word 
From childhood's mirthful lip was heard. 
When with the morn, * at duty's call,' 
My Father's footstep left the hall. 
It had no tone of sadness then — 
At eve my Sire would come again ; 
And I with bounding step once more 
Should meet him at the well-known door. 

'* Farewell ! but not as when I took 
Sad leave of home with pensive look ; 
That first fond parting, sadder far 
Than grief that leaves a deeper scar. 
When turning from my Mother's side. 
To tasks and sports and friends untried, 
The long school year before me lay, — 
Too long I thought to pass away. 
Yet passed it soon, — that brief farewell 
Gave place to joy's ecstatic swell. 
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'^ Farewell I but not as on that morn, 
Which saw my Sister from us borne — 
The links of home's bright circle broken — 
The irrevocable promise spoken. 
Then in its fulness first I knew 
The import of that word adieu ! 
Yet then we smiled amid our tears, 
As hope looked on through* future years. 

'* Farewell I but not as those who say 
That simple word at close of day, 
With trusting hearts and spirits light. 
As parting for a single night. 
What hath farewell to do with sorrow, 
Securely leaning on the morrow ? 

** But I am hastening to that shore. 
Which those who touch, return no more. 
No morrow's kiss shall e'er efface 
The memory of this last embrace. 
Oh 'tis a solemn thing to sever 
Each tie of earthly love — for ever ; 
At once without recall, to go 
From all most precious here below. 

'* Oh ! were it not for that firm faith. 
Which shoots across the gulf of death. 
And keeps the Eternal gates in view. 
What heart could bear earth's last adieu ? ' 

1861. 
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'• NO DAY WITHOUT ITS LINE." 

This ProTerb was onrrent among the ancient Greek artistB, who guffored 
no day to pass without adding at least <me touch to their master-pieces of 
painting. 

** No day without its line'' I So taught — 
So practised Grecians sons of yore ; 

Each mora its own high mission brought, 
Each eye its own fair record bore. 

'' Nj day without its line " I Still falls 
The watchword on the attentive ear ; 

With hourly summons Duty calls, 

With answering hearts her children hear. 

No day without its task of love. 

How lowly or how mean soe'er ; 
Some thistly sorrow to remove — 

Some cloud to chase, — some toil to share. 

" No day without its line" I No pause 
Amid the unceasing march of Time, 

As bound by Heaven's eternal laws. 
Onward and upward still we climb. 

" No day without its line " I Full soon 
The call will come that comes to all ; 

The brightest sun may set ere noon — 
The fairest flower unopened fall. 

'* No day without its line " I Life's maze 
Once and but once, thy feet shall tread ; 

Swift glide the falling sands — thy days, 
E'en from the first, are numbered. 
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** No day without its line " ! No work, 
Nor wisdom, nor device, nor skill, 

Nor hope, nor knowledge e'er may lurk 
In death's dark mansions, damp and chill. 

No day, no hour, without some trace 
Of good or ill, of weal or woe I 

A step may lose or win the race. 

And which that step we cannot know. 

Then see that ne'er without its hymn 
Of praise and prayer, the day descend, 

That each may bring thee nearer Him 
On whom thy daily hopes depend. 

1861. 



THE GIFTED. 

The Gifted — How ye look on them with envy's jealous 

gaze. 
And grudge them in your narrow thoughts their lofty 

meed of praise I 
How do ye strive to drag them down from fame's high 

summit proud, 
And place them in some nook obscure, amid the 

ignoble crowd 1 

The Gifted — How ye fawn on them with flattery's 

subtle arts. 
With hollow smiles, and honied lips, and envy in your 

hearts ! 
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Ye hang upon their lightest word, ye clamour round 

their way, 
Ye laud them to the very skies, yet mean not half ye 

say. 

The Gifted — Ye should pray for them, — ye know not 

#of the snares. 
The Tempter in his malice lays for spirits such as theirs. 
Ye see the towering pinnacle on whose steep height 

they stand, 
But not the shelving precipice that yawns on either 

hand. 



The Gifted — Can ye look on them, nor think how much 

ye owe 
To those exalted minds who teach your colder hearts to 

glow ? , 

Who clothe with Hving eloquence, who trace in words 

of light, 
The burning thoughts ye have not power to utter forth 

aright. 

The Gifted — Marvel ye at these, if, flattered and 

caressed. 
The seeds of pride take deepest root within the noblest 

breast ? 
They are but dust and ashes, with passions like your 

own. 
And can ye wonder at the blaze whose spark your 

breath hath blown ? 
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The Gifted — From my childhood's days this heart hath 

lored their names, 
With that deep rererence of the soul which greatness 

only claims. 
And with my childhood's earliest prayers, for them I 

learned to pray, 
That God would charge his Angel-bands to keep their 

steps alway. ^ 



The Gifted One — Oh ! whencesoe'er the insidious shaft 

be hurled, 
Still be it mine to plead his cause before an enTious 

world : 
And let this young heart cease to beat, ere it shall 

cease to swell 
Responsiye to the glorious thoughts in heayen-toned 

minds that dwell. 

WoreetUr; 1861. 



THE MOTHERLESS. 

What lurking shade of sadness lies, 
Unwont, unmeet, on childhood's mien, 

'Neath the soft fringes of those eyes — 
Those clustering locks between ? 

Whence hath that smile so early caught 

Its pensive lines of chastened thought ? 
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There is a 6adence in that tone, 

E'en at its pitch of loadest glee, 
Which as the conch-shell's hollow moan, 

Sighs for its parent sea ; 
Seems ever in its fitful fall, 
Some long-lost ectio to reealL 

Oh ! ye whose mom and evening prayer. 

Is offered at a mother's side — 
Whose every thought and feeling there 

Your trusting hearts confide, — 
Ye know not — never may ye guess 
The feelings of the motherless ! 

That sacred name of Mother, heard 
From every youthful lip save theirs ; 

To them a strange forbidden word, 
No thrill of rapture bears. 

With sudden flush they turn away 

From what they long have ceased to say. 

To them the flowery gifts of Spring, 
(The wealth that childhood prizes most. 

Round which its earliest memories cling,) 
Fair though they be, have lost 

That nameless charm — ^their sweetest far. 

They wore when gathered ** for Mamma." 

No mother's hand with softest touch, 
Is near to soothe them when they weep ; 

No mother's eye to watch their couch. 
In sickness or in sleep. 

They learn to lock their griefs apart, 

Within the closets of the heart. 
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Oh ! gently, gently speak to these I 
Ye that are blest as once they were ; 

Let no harsh word or glance increase 
The pangs ye cannot share. 

Nor e'en their follies rudely chide, 

Whom no maternal counsels guide. 

Poor orphaned one ! Thou know'st not yet,- 
Ghild as thou art, thou canst not know, 

How great, irreparably great, 
The loss that made thee so. 

Loss of a prize beyond all price — 

A gift whidh ne'er was granted twice. 

Yet, oh I what more than mother's love, 
What more than woman's tenderness. 

All flight of human thought above. 
Is o'er the motherless ! 

Ah ! droop not, gentle child ! for He 

Who counts the sparrows, pitieth thee. 

Woreuteri ISffL 



HYMN FOR ALL NATIONS. 
For 1851. 

Father ! and shall it be. 

The Nations fail to raise. 

With one accordant voice, to Thee, 
Their holiest hymn of praise ! 
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Brethren ! and are we met 

From every clime and zone, — 
And can we in our songs forget 

Our Father's praise alone I 

Thy bounteous hand, O Lord I 

This gathered wealth bestows ; 
By thee the swelling tide is poured, 

From thee its fulness flows. 

Thine the rich gold and gems. 

O'er Indian surges borne — 
The glistening pearls, the coral stems. 

From ocean-cayems torn. 

Thine the warm colours bright. 

Of every tint and mould — 
Thine the pale marble's purer light. 

All colourless and cold. 

The gorgeous rainbow plumes. 

From tropic forests wide — 
The downy webs of eastern looms — 

The palm-tree's waving pride, — 

All, great Creator, all. 

E'en as ourselves, is thine ; 
Nought of all this our own we call, 

Save by thy gift divine. 

Not ours the strength or skill, 

These crystal walls to rear ; 
Thought, mind, and talent own thy will. 

Thy power, God ! is here. 

G 2 
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Then let thy blessing crown 
The world's great Jubilee ; 

And smile with beams of mercy down 
On earth's one family. 

Too long thy children's blood, 
Shed by each others' hands, • 

Unchecked hath rolled its crimson flood 
O'er all the guilty lands. 

Too long thine image, chained 
At mammon's sordid mart. 

Oppression's wormwood cup hath drained, 
With slowly breaking heart. 

Too long — but now no more — 

We blush at what hath been — 

Henceforth, from sea to farthest shore, 
Be peace and concord seen. 

Like brethren, hand in hand. 
The nations mingle here ; 

Our Palace is their father-land. 
We bid the nations cheer. 

We clasp in one embrace. 

One Brotherhood of soul, 

Our kindred of the human race. 
From Afric to the pole. 

And to thy name, O Lord ! 

Eternal Three in One ! 
Be from each heart the anthem poured. 

As from the heart of one, — 
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*' All glory and all praise " 

To thee, the great I AM, 
And to the Spirit of thy grace, 

And to the incarnate Lamb. 

WoreetUr. 



THE INFANT'S DEATH. 

WRITTEN FOB A FRIEND. 

My bud of hope ! whose blossoming 

These eyes shall never see ; 
My fragile harp ! whose trembling strings 

Shall ne'er be tuned by me ; 
My timid bark ! scarce launched from shore. 
Whose port is reached — ^whose voyage o'er. 
Without the help of sail or oar. 

Why should it rend thy mother's heart, 

That sleep-like calm to trace ? 
To yield thee, stainless as thou art. 

From mine to Heaven's embrace ? — 
To mark the smile, than life more fair. 
Those alabaster features wear. 
As if the soul yet lingered there ? 

Why should I weep so bitterly ? 

Did I not know, my flower ! 
That thou wouldst surely droop and die. 

In some ungenial hour ? 
Didst thou not seem too pure, too bright. 
Too softly touched with hues of light. 
To bloom where sin might shed its blight ? 
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Ah ! yes — ^but not the less my tears 

In jfruitless torrents flow, 
For the high hopes of future years, 

In thy young grave laid low. 
As none may share the mother's bliss. 
Whose lips give back her babe's first kiss, 
So none besides hath grief like this. 

But thou, my bright one ! oh how blest. 

How fair, how glorious now I 
With crown of gold, and shining vest, 

And radiant cherub brow. 
Methought I knew what beauty meant, 
When erst above thy couch I bent — 
But earth's from Heaven's — ^how different ! 

Not long that brow had been unshaded 

By passion's darkening cloud; 
Soon had that smile's first freshness faded — 

That head in shame been bowed.. 
But nought unholy e'er can be 
A portion, blessed child I of thee, 
Safe with the Source of purity. 

Safe, Lord, with Thee ! where sorrow ne'er 

His eyes' meek glance shall dim ; 
Nor vice his youthful steps ensnare. 

Nor danger light on him. 
A son in Heaven I oh ! let me raise, 
Father ! for this my tearful gaze. 
And close the infant's dirge with praise. 

Twelfth Month, 1851. 
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TO-MORROW. 



To-morrow I Oh ! how joyously from childhood's lip 
it springs — 

(Childhood that heareth not the rush of Time's far- 
sweeping wings — ) 

*' To-morrow will we further yet explore the green- 
wood's track, 

And come with yellower primroses and sweeter violets 
back." 

To-morrow ! How the elastic heart, in youth's exulting 

mom, 
Counts with the confidence of hope its morrows yet 

unborn ; 
In the fair future brightly lives, and paints in glowing 



The opening landscape that beyond outstretched in 
sunshine lies. » 

To-morrow! Is it less the theme in life's maturer 

hours, 
Because the first rich flush hath passed from earth's 

young leaves and flowers ? 
Owns not each heart the impulse still through every 

changing lot, 
To clothe To-morrow with whate'er of bliss To-day 

hath not ? 

Nor this alone — ^The Morrow's task grows heavier day 

by day, 
Till burdened with a debt beyond its utmost power to pay. 
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All that To-day hatli left undone, To-morrow must 
fulfil; 

" To-day perfonned not half we meant — ^perchance To- 
morrow will." 

Long have I pondered life's rough track, and erer doth 

it show 
The semblance as of one who clears a pathway *mid the 

snow. 
Step after step he struggles on with slow laborioas 

tread — 
One load scarce lifting, ere he finds another in its 

stead — 
And still the mass accumulates, fast falling overhead. 

But think, my soul, while heart and hope light from 

the future borrow. 
How soon must fall o'er them and thee the night which 

«» hath no morrow — 
The oblivion of that last long sleep which knows no 

earthly waking — 
The tramp of that pale Courser's hoof, life's harp- strings 

rudely breaking. 

Oh ! strange and solemn will it be, at once to turn 

aside 
From hope, and fear, and joy, and grief, and toil, and 

love, and pride ; 
To pause amid our thronging cares, with dread and 

sudden start. 
And, once for ever, in them all resign our wonted part. 
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No smiling Morrow then will lend its friendly hand to 

aid; 
Eepair the mischiefs of To-day, or do the work delayed. 
The eager scheme, th' unfinished task, the half-formed 

purpose high — 
Snapped like the bow-string cleft in twain, die with us 

when we die. 

Then is it wisdom to forget, whatever we take in hand. 
How oft To-morrow fails to achieve the task To-day 

hath planned ? 
Safe is the man, and he alone, whose great account with 

Heaven 
Is humbly closed at night, as though no morning would 

be given. 

Woreeiter; 1852. 



ON THE LOSS OF THE '' CITY OF GLASGOW" 
STEAMER, 

In the spring of 1854. 

Forth in her pride the vessel rode, a stately bark and 
fair. 

With canvas set, and pennon broad, far streaming on 
the air ; 

Smooth lay her path thro' surge and foam, to green 
Columbia's shore ; 

And hope was in the rising gale, and breakers' lessen- 
ing roar. 

g 3 
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And hope was wifci the youthful pair, in love's first 

transport blest, 
For whom the nuptial hearth was lit— the nuptial feast 

was dressed ; 
And fondly for his gentle Bride would Edward's voice 

and smile. 
With pictured dreams of coming bliss the tedious hours 

beguile. 

Rich was the love, fair Leonor, with thy young heart 

entwined — 
A home of wedded love before — thy childhood's home 

behind — 
And that sweet Sister by thy side, who shrank not, for 

thy sake, 
So many a brightly-memoried link of early love to 

break. 

Why comes no welcome tidings back from that far 
foreign strand ? 

Hath the fair bride so soon forgot her own dear native 
land? 

Have proud Niagara's thundering roar, and dazzling 
rainbow sheen, 

Effaced from British maiden's heart each softer Cam- 
brian scene ? 

Tidings I aye ! ask it of the deep, that keeps the secret 

well — 
Ask the wild winds on what bleak rock they rang the 

funeral knell ; 
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Bid the waves tell thee where thej closed above the 

glorious bark ; 
Seek answer from their pearly caves, and coral mazes 

dark. 

Oh ! helplessness of human love ! Nor flood, nor flame 

hath power 
To stay its anguis])|of pursuit, in danger's threatening 

hour. 
But love, that with undaunted step, o'ersweeping earth 

and main, 
Had sought the lost ones — asks them back from death's 

stem grasp in vain. 

Less keen methinks had seemed the stroke — ^less weak 

the heart to bear. 
Had one survived to tell the tale, or say ** They perished 

there''— 
Less terrible one sudden blow, (had such sad choice 

been sent,) 
Than the long aching of suspense, foreboding still the 

event. 

But never can we know of them, how came the dread 

surprise — 
How rose the piles of thick-ribbed ice on their afifrighted 

eyes — 
What shrieks of anguish rent the air — what hands were 

clasped or wrung. 
As o'er that yawning watery gulf a moment's space 

they hung. 
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Or came it eyen while they slept ? and knew their hearts 

no fear? 
Did the fierce shock unheeded fall npon the dreamer's 

ear? 
Thus, 'mid the silence of the night, doth fancy's magic 

power 
Paint, in a thousand varying forms, the terrors of that 

hour. ^ 

But Faith, with steadfast wing, outsoars fair Fancy's 

utmost flight — 
Is God the Judge of all the earth ? and shall he not 

do right ? 
Father I whose way is in the storm — whose footsteps 

in the sea — 
Oh I grant us, in thy love, to trust, to feel — ^they are 

with Thee, 

WoreuUr. 



THE SCHOOL GARDENS. 

A COMPARISON. 

And dost thou marvel, that with such delight. 

Those young hands plant the flowers they ne'er shall 
cull? 

Theirs is a task of faith and not of sight. 
Yet not the less of joyous promise fall, — 

To sow the seed, to watch the rising germ, 

Fondly to tend and water day by day ; 
Till lengthening suns proclaim the closing term, 

That calls them to their smiling homes nway. 
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What heed they then that ^hen the gay parterre, 

In all the glory of its summer pride, 
With bright-hued blossoms shall reward their care, 

Them from the scene will many a mile divide ! 

Then marvel not, oh I thou to whom is given 
The higher task, to rear the human flower, 

To train the immortal spirit up for Heaven, 
Swaying its tender chords with touch of power. 

Dost thou not sow in faith the precious seed. 
Like bread-corn cast upon the fruitful flood ? 

Expecting for thy toil no present meed — 
Fearing a canker in each folded bud ? 

And know'st thou not that ne'er on thee shall shine 
The full resplendence of the perfect rose ? 

The bending of the pliant twig is thine — 

Thou may'st not watch the blushing leaves unclose. 

Yet doubt not, Teacher, of thy sure reward. 
Doubt not the increase, tho' thou see it never ; 

Thy work is not for man, but for the Lord — 
Not for one fleeting summer, but /or ever I 

Woreetters Third MofUh, 1856. 



134 HTlfN FOR THE BUDGET MEETING. 

HYMN FOR THE BUDGET MEETING 
PRECEDING VACATION. 

WoBCESTBR School, 1841 

Father of lore and truth ! Whose fostering care 
Has been our guard thro' many a changing year ; 

Deign, while to-night we lift the solemn prayer, 
From Heayen's high throne to bend a listening ear. 

Now, ere we separate, yet once again 

Send down thy blessing on our youthful train. 

Thy love has kept kind watch around our hearth, 
Sleeping or waking, we have known no harm ; 

The storms and changes that disquiet earth, 
Have wakened in our bosoms no alarm : 

But now our flock must quit their sheltering home, 

Amidst a fair and faithless world to roam. 

Oh ! keep them, keep them still, when scattered wide, 
With heedless steps life's slippery paths they tread ; 
Protect their youthful hearts on every side. 

From all the thousand snares around them spread. 
Father I To thee their welfare we commend ; 
' Thou only canst their innocence defend. 

For each, for all ; the fair, the loved, the gay, 
Accept each prayer aflfection's lip can raise ; 

Be thou their Counsellor, be thou their Stay, 
Whatever of joy or grief attend their days : 

And oh 1 to their fond guardians be it given 

To meet, unharmed, their household band in Heaven ! 
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SUMMEK. 

A VACATION PIECE. 

Summer, glad Summer, with her countless flowers, 
Is smiling on the sunny fields once more. 

And joyous birds have waked the sylvan bowers, 
And mountain rills a song responsive pour ; 

And gentle voices as of joy to come, 

In the south wind, low-murmuring call us home. 

Yet blame us not — ^if lingering regret 

Our buoyant footsteps still awhile detain, — 

The circle in our halls this evening met. 
Never, ah ! never, here may meet again. 

The world awaits them with its thousand snares ; 

They go to learn its pleasures and its cares. 

The world awaits you, young and happy band ! 

Ye see not yet the dangers of the way : 
Hope paints it bright as scenes of fairy land, 

Nor will we now dispel her visions gay. 
'Tis not for us to pierce with curious eyes. 
The veil that shrouds your future destinies. 

But round you like a guardian spell shall twine 
The fond remembrances of early years, — 

The choral hymn poured forth at day's decline ; 
The ready smile succeeding transient tears ; 

The eyes of love soft answering to your own ; 

The sunset radiance o'er the landscape thrown. 
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Oh ! safely may yon tread life's various track. 
Shielded from ev'ry ill by Power Supreme ; 

And oft may pensive memory lead you back, 
Where distant Severn rolls her rapid stream. 

Ah 1 think, should fraud or flattery e'er deceive. 

On those who loved you ere you learned to grieve. 

WorceH^rj 1842. 



PARTING ADDRESS TO OUR BELOVED 
PUPILS. 

FOR THEIR LAST BUDGET MEETIKG. 
Woboxster; 1850. 

Ye must not part without one word — one tender fare- 
well strain. 

For never, never more with you we mingle thus again. 

Not without tears ye turn to quit each long familiar 
place, 

Not without tears we look our last on each bright 
youthful face. 

Long hath it been our pleasing task, o'er Learning's 

sacred Hill 
To lead you upwards to that Fane whose porch recedeth 

still. 
Now must another guide your steps — another cheer 

you on ; 
And some with toilsome pace must climb the steep 

ascent alone. 
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Then, if the voice of anxious love, though heard full 

offc before, 
To listening ear and fluttering heart to-night may speak 

once more, — 
If the last utterance hath a power which nought beside 

can claim. 
From thousand memories that combine that potent 

spell to frame — 
What charge at parting shall we give ? What precepts 

most commend ? 
What blessings name of those which most all earthly 

gifts transcend ? 
All we would say ye know full well — 'we linger not to- 
day. 
To bid you long remember us, when distant far away. 

We fear not ye should e'er forget — Too deep the memory 
dwells. 

Of violet banks, and cowslip meads, and waving hya- 
cinth bells — 

Of murmuring brook, and primrose glade, and breezy 
mountain- side — 

Of dim cathedral's solemn aisle, and flashing river's pride. 

We fear not ye should e'er forget — Too deep the me- 
mory lies 

Of girlish friendship's generous glow, and kindling 
sympathies — 

Of studious hours together shared, or converse held apart. 

When thoughts and dreams in secret nursed, escape 
the trusting heart. 
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And holier, mightier spells than these are yours from 

hence to bear — 
From the teachings of the sacred Page, and the solemn 

hour of Prayer — 
From the hushed sabbath's tranquil calm, for its own 

high duties given — 
From the loving voices blending clear in hymns that 

speak of Heaven. 



These, as ye tread life's pilgrim way, will bind you to 

the Past, 
And oft o'er duty's sterner track a tender radiance 

cast. 
These cherish well — but whatsoe'er of wrong in deed or 

word. 
The founts of passion in your breasts to answering 

wrong hath stirred — 
That let Oblivion henceforth hide with dark impervious 

screen ! 
Oh! be it from remembrance swept, as it had never 

been ! 



And whether, like those loved ones twain whose places 

knew them here, 
'Tis yours, in bloom of early youth the Bridegroom's 

call to hear ; 
Or lengthened years their traces leave on laughing 

cheek and brow. 
While cares and dangers thicken round, whereof ye 

dream not now — 
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Alike for those whose day is long — ^for those whose 

mom is brief, 
May we render up our great account ** with joy and 

not with grief." 

And now, belov'd, farewell ! All peace, all blessing 

with you go ! — 
And may you, as in mental grace, in Wisdom daily 

grow ! — 
And we, — ^thrice bless'd if each young heart o'er which 

our love hath yearned. 
Hath, with the fleeting lore of earth. Heaven's holier 

lessons learned. 



THE CHILD'S HEAKT. 

The young child's heart ! Oh 1 there is nought 
So fall of Heaven on earth below. 

With its clear depths of earnest thought. 
Its pure affection's ardent glow ; 

Its artless trust, its cloudless glee. 

Its guileless truth, its fancy free. 

In rural cot, or princely hall, 

The heart of childhood beats the same ; 
Nor rudest cloak, nor stateliest pall, 

Impedes the race, or aids the game. 
Alike the heir of wealth or toil 
Eich in his field and forest spoil. 
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For childhood is the Poet's dower — 

The dreaming land of pictured Hope, 

Ere cold Utility hath power 

To curb the imagination's scope, 

Or break the fairy spells that bind 

In wondering trance the infant mind. 

And cold the heart that ne'er hath sought, 
In prattling childhood's presence bright. 

Sweet respite from o'erwearied thought ; 
And, from its unalloyed delight 

A fresher tone of gladness taken, 

E'en such as Nature's scenes awaken. 

Fell not the tenderest blessing spoken 

By holiest Lips, on childhood's head ? 

When to His own the unerring token 

Those sacred lips announcing said, — 

** Who seeks Me not with childlike heart. 

Hath in my Heavenly Kealm no part." 

Childhood, that boasts not to be wise 
Beyond its parent's word and will ; 

That in its helplessness relies 

On stronger strength and higher skill ; 

That pillows on its mother's breast, 

In its bright Present safe and blest. 

Childhood, whose love in love confides. 
Unreasoning and unquestioning ; 

Whose breast no guilty secret hides ; 

Whose pleasures have no serpent-sting ; 

Whose every shade of look and tone. 

Is language from the heart alone. 
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On sucJi Thy blessing ? — Saviour ! yes ! — 
Of such Thy Kingdom well may be — 

Nought doth this fallen world possess 
So near to Heaven, so near to Thee. 

And none may share Thy Heaven on earth, 

Till thus new-born in second birth. 

Not for its free and joyous mien, 

Its ringing laugh, its sunny brow — 

Oh ! not for these, from Life's stem scene 
Would I return* to childhood now ; 

But for the Heart that knew not yet. 

Beside the Good the Evil set, — 

The heart that in a world of sin, 

Kept its first innocence unstained, 

Ere yet that traitor-guest within. 

By conquest sure his empire gained ; — 

The conscience at whose lightest word, 

The spirit's inmost depths were stirred. 

And hast thou lost, oh ! child of toil ! 

'Mid Earth's low cares, this priceless gem ? 
More precious than the jewelled spoil 

Of loftiest monarch's diadem, — 
Oh ! grudge no cost — no sacrifice — 
If haply to regain the prize. 

And thou, whose young life's flowering Spring 
Must give to radiant Summer place, — 

Oh ! cherish well that tender thing. 
And bear it onward thro' the race. 

A child thou canst not be again — 

The childlike heart thou may'st retain. 
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For 'twas for this that Christ the Lord, 

Himself a little child became ; 
That from our fallen birth restored. 

Thro' faith in His atoning Name, 
The Child's Heart, sanctified, snbdued. 

Made meet His dwelling-place to be, ^ 
In Christian holiness renewed 

Beyond its infant purity ; 
Kept by His power within us here. 

To Him hereafter called to soar, 
Once more that gracious word may hear, — 

** Of such my Kingdom evermore." 

OroyJon; 1867. 



** NEVER DOUBT IN THE DARK, THAT 
WHICH THOU HAST SEEN IN THE LIGHT." 

William Alleh's Jourhal. 
I. 

Thou hast seen sweet Nature's aspect fair — 
Each smile that her lovely features wear ; 
Frota the sleeping lake to the surging sea ; 
From wild- wood glen unto mountain free ; 
From the meek spring flower to the forest's pride ; 
From cultured lawn unto moorland wide. 

But where is that beauty at dead of night. 
When passed away is the golden light ? — 
Was it all a dream that thy fancy weaved ? 
Hath a fair illusion thy sight deceived? 
Or will the mom's rosy touch restore 
Earth's glorious scenes to thine eyes once more ? 
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Nay — Doubt not in the darkness that which the light 

hath shown — 
The presence of the Beautiful, once truly seen and 

known. 



II. 



Thou hast basked in the light of affection's eye — 
Thou hast felt thy pulse 'neath its glance swell high. 
Thou hast marked the glow on affection's cheek, 
Thine own heart's language responsive speak. 

But there comes perchance a darker hour, 
When a cloud on friendship's brow may lower, 
When the tone seems changed, and the aspect chilled. 
And hope's bright promise but half fulfilled. 
Yet shall the shadow thus worn awhile. 
Give place once more to the wonted smile. 
Not to thy love hath thy friend grown cold — 
Some adverse wave o'er his path hath roll'd. 

Then doubt not in the darkness that which the light 

. hath shown — 
The steadfast faith of kindred hearts, once truly made 
thine own. 

III. 

And hast thou not seen in vision clear, 
The far-off Future reflected near ? — 
Glory more glorious, and Love more dear. 
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Hast thou not felt the surpassing worth, 
Of hopes that find not their goal on earth? 
Hath not high truth on thine heart heen sealed ? 
Stands not the Prize unto faith revealed ? 

Oh 1 yes ! — Then let not thy spirit fail, 

If fear appal thee, or douht assail. 

Start not when faint on the couch of pain. 

At each wild dream of thy fever'd hrain. 

Despond not, in seasons of grief and gloom, 

As if Hope would no more her lamp relume. 

Truth is still truth, though to thee obscure, 

God is still God, and his purpose sure. 

As thou doubtest not of the sun's bright race, 

For the blackening tempest that shrouds his face ; 

As thou questionest not thy friend's deep love, 

Or the beauty around thee, or glory above — 

So doubt thou ne'er in darkness aught that the Light 

hath shown ; 
Nor lose the unswerving clue of faith, once truly felt 

and known. 

Croydon i 1867. 

A PAETING BENEDICTION ON MY BELOVED 
CHILDREN. 

FOR THE WINTER BREAKING-UP. 
South End House, Croydon. 

Father of mercy and of love ! 

Permit us once again 
To ask a blessing from above 

Upon our youthftd train. 
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Another year has rolled away, 

With all its joy and care, 
And soon with hosoms light and gay, 

Home they will all repair. 



Yet, ere they part, before thy throne 
They fervently would bend, 

In praise for all thy mercies shown. 
With thankful hearts to blend. 



Through the now closing year, thy power 
Has guarded them from harm ; 

Thou hast sustained in danger's hour. 
Their footsteps by thine arm. 

Aided by thee, all-bounteous Lord 1 

Each pleasing task is done. 
And now they reap the rich reward. 

Which patient months have won. 

They thank thee that in health and peace. 

Around the festal board. 
They thus partake the parting feast. 

By ceaseless kindness poured. 

Oh I keep them still when scattered wide 

In other scenes they join ; 
Be then as now their constant Quide, 

In virtue's paths divine. 

H 
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Protect them from the snares of sm. 
And let not pleasure's smile, 

From thy pure Spirit's voice within. 
Their youthful hearts beguile ; 

And when the joyous time is o'er, 
(Fixed by a changeless date,) 

Grant that they all may meet once more. 
Glad as they separate ; 

Prepared with greater energy 

Their duties to fulfil, 
And to obey more readily 

Each dictate of thy will. 

And oh ! for those whose watchful care 

Protects the happy band — 
For them accept the fervent prayer, 

Uphold them by thine hand. — 

Thus for our lovely group, this night 
Our prayers once more ascend ; 

Do thou from Heaven's resplendent height 
A gracious answer send. 

On all, on each, thy Blessing pour. 

In still exhaustless showers, 
And may they daily love thee more, 

Throughout their future hours. 

Probably about 1839. 
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TRIBUTE TO THE MEMORY OF 

southend house, croydon. 
Taken down in 1854. 

DEDICATED TO MY DBAK GOVERNESSES, SARAH AND MAItiA PALMER, BY THEIR 
AFFECTIONATE OLD PUPIL, HANNAH MABSH, JUN. 

" Be it a weakness, it deserves some praise, 
^ We love the play-plaoe of our early days.** 

Thus Cowper sang — To Nature's voice how true 
Let each heart answer. From the rustic cot, 
Where thro' her spectacles the village Dame 
Smiles on her urchin tribe, full proud to con 
Their shining hornbooks, — to the classic soil 
Of Rugby or of Harrow, 'tis the same. 

Alike the man of science and of cares, 
From Life's swift whirl escaped, with fond delight 
Each school-boy haunt revisits, notes each change 
Which Time hath wrought ; and many a boyish feat 
Haply recounting to his children, feels. 
In memories of the past, a child once more. 

And stronger yet in WomarCs breast the love 
Of all familiar things — ^to her they seem 
So interwoven with her very life. 
That to be parted from them, leaves a void 
Within her heart of hearts ; for wheresoe'er 
That love hath rooted once, it clingeth ever. 

Who then shall say how bright on memory's view 
Our school-days rise ? how fair, how dear, the spot 
Where, like a dream, they passed ? To me mo^t dear, 

H 2 
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And thee, sweet Sister ! for that Home's loved sake 
Which lay so nigh ; where to a Father's ear, 
And Mother's heart, the weekly tale was told 
Of places won or lost, or pastime new, 
Or growing friendship, or successful theme. 
Thence, too, prepared hy hands maternal, came 
The ample birthday cake, (its greatest charm 
Th' affair of cutting up and sharing round.) 
And thither, many a time, when tasks were dome, 
We turned our eager footsteps, not alone. 
But with some chosen group of favourite friends, 
Our special guests, invited home to tea. 

Oh 1 dear is Home, beyond all power of verse 
To speak its praise — Our Father's House on high 
Alone transcends our father's house on earth. 
But next to that sweet Home, that " loveliest nook 
Of British earth," methinks I loved thee best. 
Scene of my school-days ! Nor unworthy thou 
Of warmest eulogy sincere ; nor praised 
By me ajone — Where'er in rural shade. 
Or crowded street, thy children, woman grown, 
Are found, there glowing hearts thine image hold. 

Alas ! that faithful image, mirror'd bright 
In Memory's glass, is all that now remains 
To us who loved thee — Not a trace is left 
To show thy stately site. Oh ! hadst thou fallen 
By slow decay, like palaces of old, — 
Thy roofless halls with mantling ivy hung, 
Thy silent corridors and chambers lone 
Moss carpeted, and thine untended flowers 
Choked with rank weeds, we had not mourned thee thus. 
Then beautiful in ruin, thou hadst stood. 
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A rallying-point for thought — ^a tenderer charm 
Investing thee, than e'en in days of yore. 

But room is none, in this our grasping age 
For aught that feeds not Mammon — There was set 
A price upon the timber of thy walls, 
A price upon the brickwork and the stone, 
The flooring and the casements ; yea on all 
Thy garniture, fair Hall of other days ! 
Thy gay parterre, and all thy spreading trees. 

We watched thee battered down, and piecemeal laid 
On that green lawn ; and ill might child of thine 
Th' indignant flush suppress, beholding last 
Thy strong foundations from their roots uptom. 

Ignobly thus by auction sold, they bore 
Each greedy prize away ; and nought remained 
Of our loved School-house, or our garden fair. 
Save the faint outlines of familiar walks. 
Which still our eyes could trace. Alone we stood. 
My Sister ! calling back the buried Past, 
In that hush'd Playground — ^yet deploring less 
The vanished mansion and its scattered flock, 
Than the mean upstart tenements that soon 
Must rise where hung our swing, where bloomed our 
flowers. 

Yes, with the steps of those who knew us not 
These echoes shall resound ; and faces strange 
Shall people them, and dark Oblivion's veil, 
Mantling the past in its impervious shade. 
With house and grounds shall hide their history too. 

Then whose but mine, while youthful vigour yet. 
And Friendship's glowing warmth, are unimpaired. 
And Memory holds her sceptre, whose but mine 
The pleasing task, to paint thee as thou wert, 
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My School-place ! with fond hand and faithfiil toach 
Clothing theo once again in those soft hues 
With which life's rosy mom, enchanter-like, 
Invests all objects. Twenty years ago, 
(So swiftly Time his noiseless coarse hath sped,) 
I was that happy thing, a little girl. 

Kind were my Teachers, well they loved " To teacli 
The young idea to shoot." Onr school-room large, 
With sunny windows opening to the ground. 
Invited study ; and the hoped-for Prize 
Through patient months gave vigour to our toil. 

Ah ! then was Learning new — ^we had not then 
Grown weary of the oft-repeated round — 
Fresh were our faculties, and light our tasks. 



Three doors the mansion had, front, side, and back ; 
Facing the road, the first — with flight of steps. 
Green gate, and modest porch, and sheltering limes. 
One opened on the yard ; 'twas there we came. 
At morning-prime, to school ; and o'er that wall 
The hardy pear-tree its white blossoms spread. 

But oftenest down the Garden steps we ran — 
The Garden was our chosen haunt. 'Twas there 
Those summer-evening games of Hoop and Hide, 
Those long half-holidays, those noontide strolls 
With favourite book or friend, so brightly passed. 

Say, Memory, say, how rich the scented breath 
Of those thick clustering lilacs — ^how unmatch'd 
In park or glade the velvet of that lawn. 
What bowering shade e'er seemed so green as yours, 
Ye graceful limes, whose honied blossoms sweet, 
And drooping boughs, above our Arbour hung ? 
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What grape of purest water might compare 
With the small purple bunches of that vine 
Which climbed our school-room trellis ? Where again 
Blush' d there such crabs as on our centre tree ? 

The Playrooms, too — how cool on summer days ! 
How snug in winter 1 blithe the long-r6pe there, 
And loud the jumping-board, and swift the ball. 

Such was the spot, my Soul ! where thy young powers 

Expanded and grew strong — ^where thou didst plume 

Thine eagle- wings for flight. 'Tis meet that now 

In grateful strains of tributary song, 

This Lyre of thine should celebrate the scene 

Of its first essays. Here the Poet's fire 

Awoke within thee, which the storms of life 

Not yet have quenched. Here, too, in doubt and dread 

Thy life's great work began, and thou didst choose, 

Presumptuous child ! the Teacher's high vocation. 

Oh ! joyous Girlhood I I could linger long 

On each brief line of thine illumined page. 

If onej perchance, in prominent relief. 

Above the rest stand out, 'tis that which links 

The joys of school and home — ^the Breaking-up. 

Still fresh before me is that festive night — 

The ample banquet crowned with fairest flowers ; 

The youthftd voices in fall chorus blent. 

Raising their parting hymn ; the beating hearts. 

By fear and hope alternate swayed, as drew 

The final crisis on, when all should hear 

(That which to know they longed and dreaded both,) 
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How stood the record, daily kept for each. 
Of diligence and order, on whose verdict 
Hung the fair Prize we thought so hard to win. 

And where are they, who side by side with me 
That Prize contested, — ^who with me commenced 
Life's onward pilgrimage ? How widely now 
The paths that erst ran parallel diverge 1 

Some, with connubial ties encircled close, 
Have little ones around them ; some, like me, 
Votaries at Learning's shrine, devote their youth 
To leading others thither. Some, alas I 
Their fathers* faith forsaking, think to find 
Li ceremonial rite, and lengthened creed, 

Perchance an easier road, — a safer, never ! 

• 

And some, (ah ! gently speak of these !) are gone 

From human hopes and fears. All knowledge now 

Of good or ill, of human or Divine, 

Which long research, thro' years of patient toil. 

Us scarce shall teach, to them unfolded lies 

Li the full daylight of Eternity. 

All wisdom, save the highest, unto them 

Is utter foolishness — they look on Life, 

As we on Childhood, back — as that which was. 

But never, never more shall be. Hath then 

Childhood with age mature, and mortal life 

With life beyond the tomb, relation none ? — 

E*en such as with the oak the acorn small. 

Or the first peeping blade of tender green 

With the ripe golden ear. That sunny time. 
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When the child thinks not of the Future, save 

As of some rainbow region, brighter still 

Than his own radiant Present, casts the die 

For youth and manhood ; and from reason's dawn, 

The immortal mind is moulded, day by day, 

For its hereafter. Therefore deem it not 

A light or transient thing, on the young heart 

To leave thine. impress. Never, till earth's flowers 

By Death's cold hand are gathered, canst thou know 

How blest the task to rear e'en one for Heaven. 

But this we reck'd not, in the careless hours 

Of which I speak ; when that fair garden's bound. 

With its green ivy vocal with sweet songs, 

Enclosed our little world. From books, indeed. 

We learned that **Life is short, and Art is long ;" 

But guessed not of its meaning ; saw not half 

The height of Learning's ladder ; heard not yet 

Time's solemn footsteps ; felt not on us press 

The awful mystery of our two-fold being ; 

Nor knew how far that journey reached — how high 

That destiny, on which our heedless steps 

Had entered — Knew not ! do we know, e'en now ? 

Nor shall my verse, presumptuous, aught pronounce 
On that grave problem which no reasoner yet 
Hath solved ; — ^if Childhood with its golden days. 
Or bounding Youth, or prime of conscious strength. 
Or age, with its white hair and Long Ago, 
Be deemed Life's happiest stage. Whate'er be said 
Or sung, the question ever hangs in doubt I 
In various phrase, by Hope or Memory tinged, 

h3 
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Essayed full oft — for distance lends alike 
Its colouring to the Future and the Past. 

And as the mists of fable overhang 
The infancy of nations, so that all 
We know of those heroic ages proud, 
Ere History first unfurls her pregnant scroll. 
Is from the legend and the ballad gleaned ; 
Thus about Childhood doth there float a veil 
Of delicate haze, that, half-concealing, serves 
To magnify the more its loveliness. 

And slowly fades that spell from off the heart ; 
And long it is ere quite we **Put away 
Our childish things ;" while surely, silently, 
(Each breath of good or ill, each shade, each gleam 
That passes o'er us, leaving unperceived 
Some lasting ti-ace upon the plastic soul,) 
The wondrous edifice of Character 
Grows with our growth, and strengthens with our 
strength. 

Nor do I boast as though our early years 

Had held their course in one unruffled calm. 

We had our tears, our petty discontents, 

Our rivalries, caprices, and disputes ; 

And oft our waywardness incurred disgrace ; — 

All now forgotten, as snow 'neath summer's noon. 

To you, loved Guardians of my school-girl days, 
These humble lays belong. If they have served 
To lead you back thro' scenes of Auld lang syne, 
To show how much I owe you, and no less 
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To her who shared with you my childish loye, 
That dear, dear Teacher* — not in vain the song. 

But 'tis enough ! — ^What though our school-house now 
Be as those airy castles of the Future, 
Which with such eagerness we used to huild ! 
Though from each daisied field and winding lane 
Some charm hath faded which our childhood knew — 
The trees we reverenced, by the ruthless hand 
Of Mammon felled — ^the lone sequestered paths. 
And flowering hedgerows, one by one laid bare, 
To give forced passage to the cloud- borne car, 
Or site for rows of modem dwellings trim ! — 

We have lost more than these — ^full many a heart 

Whereon ours leaned, and many a guiding hand. 

Oh I there are voices hushed that taught our youth 

Its holiest lessons — ^there are honoured heads • 

Beneath the turf; and we have learned to look 

With trembling upon those that yet remain. 

So must it be ! I know 'tis Heaven's high will. 

All I have loved — all I shall ever love — 

The sacred ties of kindred and of home. 

The bright young faces beaming round me now, 

With their glad laughter and their sparkling eyes. 

All, all^ will pass away — I too who sing. 

And ye who listen — **The great globe itself" — 

The greater sun, the innumerable stars. 

The moon's soft beams ; — all, all will pass away. 

• Sarah Atree. 
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How could we bear the thought, but for our trust 
In that sure word of Promise, — ** Where I am. 
There shall My servants be." He who on earth 
For our sakes **had not where to lay his head,*' 
Hath **niany mansions" in his "Father's House,"- 
Mansions of Light. Oh I above all things, then. 
E'en above all things else in earth or heaven, 
May that great Saviour in his mercy stand 
Between us and the Past I that thro' his blood 
Atonement being made for all our sins, 
(For there was sin in childhood, and yet more 
Hath been since then, and of a deeper die — ) 
For each, for all, His mercy may prepare. 
When time hath run his circuit, and our parts 
In Life's great drama are performed, ** An house 
Not made with hands, eternal in the Heavens." 

Woroater; Second Month ISth, 1866. 
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THE YEARLY MEETING.* 

Wake, gentle muse I In sweetest strains awake ! 

Not to the themes of glory, which have channed 

Full many a loftier bard, — ^the laurel green — 

The sceptre's glittering radiance — or the applause 

Of listening auditory. — Higher far 

Pour forth thy numbers : mine the task to sing 

Of choirs on earth in tune with choirs in Heaven. 

'Tis Spring's own month which flowery garlands crown, 

When from each nook and comer of our Isle, 

From crowded haunt and sylvan solitude 

Is heard the swell of concourse, and the rush 

Of thronging multitudes assembling swift 

At some great rendezvous. As when the Tribes 

Of Israel's sons to fair Jerusalem, 

With offering and libation, year by year. 

Went up to sacrifice ; even thus resort. 

To celebrate their annual festival 

With one accord, the churches. Unadorned 

By classic elegance or sculptured pride, 

Majestic in its chaste simplicity. 

Our lowly Fane is reared. In vain would seem 

The hand of architect to decorate. 

Where the sole interest is the assembling throng. 

Corinthian chaplets were unnoticed now. 

While every eye is bent in earnest gaze 

To scan the attractions of the scene below. 

* Held in London during twelve or fourteen daya for divine worship and 
cliaioh diacipline. 
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Wide is the hall and lofty, and to-day 

Its spaoious area kindles into life 

As with a touch. The hoary head is there, 

By three- score winters silvered — tlie firm tread 

Of conscious manhood — and the unshaded brow 

Of joyous youth ; — and there is woman's smile, 

In all the lustre of her maiden charms, — 

That beaming smile of loTeliness beloved. 

The mother's heart of hope, and truth, and trust, 

That too is with them — and the artless child 

Looks up in wonder through his flaxen locks. 

And feels how sacred is the house of prayer. 

And it is hallowed — not with mystic rites 

Of priestly consecration, or the words 

Of chanted blessing, but by Him who dwelt 

In Zion's Fane of yore : — His presence broods 

Invisible, above the worshippers, 

And sanctifies their vows. And now the hush 

Of deepest silence falleth like the dews 

That come unseen at evening — ^not one sound 

Gives token of the gathered multitude. 

Then rise the rich and solemn tones of prayer. 
Swelling aloud to Heaven : one lip prefers 
The orisons of each ; one suppliant voice 
Speaks the heart's utterance iu the name of all. 
But soft my muse, nor without awe draw near 
To sing of worship — earth to Heaven aspires. 
And Heaven stoops down to earth — and sucJi is prayer. 
But thou relate how day by day they hold. 
On highest themes, sweet conference ; how they read 
The dear memorials of departed worth ; — 
What holy counsel from the lips of age 



THE YEARLY MEETING. 161 

Kindles the young heart's fervour ; — ^while the rays 
Of noontide, streaming thro' the uncoloured panes, 
Light all the scene with splendour not its own. 

Oh ! deep and earnest are the thoughts that steal 
O'er the rapt spirit, while the hosom bums 
In presence with the holy and the pure. 
Oh I I could sit from dawn to rosy eve, 
And thence to solemn midnight, till mine eyes 
Grew dim with earnestness— (not so my heart,) 
Intensely listening ; for there breathes no voice 
In all the melodies of earth or air. 
Whose accents move me like the suasive call 
Of Gospel teaching ; and there glows no scene 
Of beauty or of glory, which to me 
Seems half so fair as this, — the living throng 
Of hushed adorers — sight to win the gaze 
Of seraphim ; — nor hopes my yearning heart, 
Assembly more delightful e'er to join, 
'Till 'midst the ranks of the redeemed I stand. 

And think how variously diversified. 
By name, or age, or class, but most of all 
By the rich colouring of the unfathomed soul. 
The circumstance of each, and thence infer 
The omniscience of Him who feeds them all 
With food convenient — ^who receives at once 
The warm thanksgiving — ^the imploring sigh — 
The tear of soft contrition — ^the complaint 
Of those who mourn — the vow of deep resolve, — 
Accepts each tribute, and neglecteth none. 

And oh I how sweet the delegated power 
With which He clothes His chosen Evangelists, 
Who in His strength are strong I Their words inspired 
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Pierce the deep veil that hides from all beside, 
The spirit's subtile workings, — and unfold 
Each secret aim and purpose of the soul. 
And whether consolation's healing bakn. 
Or mild entreaty, or severe rebuke, 
The awful threatening, or the cheering voice 
Of pardoning mercy, be the message given, — 
To each in turn their high behest they bear, 
Nor know, nor ask to whom its truths belong. ' 

Unenvied be the mind, that having shared 
In scenes like these, hath felt no answering flame ! 
For as the gorgeous blaze of noon outshines 
The paley twilight — as the forest king 
In strength and majesty surpasses all 
His fellows of the wilderness, — so far, 
(Great things with small to measure,) sink the joys 
Of earth, contrasted with the joys of Heaven. 

But last and sweetest, lot my wandering lyre 
Approach to sing the close. The thrilling pause — 
The silence felt, not heard, that almost stills 
The heart's quick pulses ; while the mingled scenes 
Of Future, Past, and Present, crowd at once 
Upon the soul. — The flowery spring may shed 
Her radiant glories o'er the expectant earth, 
Again and yet again ; but these who blend. 
This night, the incense of their orisons. 
Shall mingle thus no more. — The yawning grave 
Hath closed on many a cherished one, who stood 
Last year among us ; and fall well we deem. 
On others too shall close, ere with the leaves 
Our solemn month of Jubilee return. — 
We say not whom ; the pale steed gives no sign 
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To herald his approach — but now, e'en now, 
The hollow trampling of his hoofs is heard 
In the dim distance, — oh 1 Prepare to meet him ! 
Father Celestial I Whom the highest thought 
Of man or Angel reacheth not — whose home 
Is vast infinitude, where thou hast dwelt 
With thine own Heaven of love and hght around thee, 
From all eternity, and still shalt dwell 
For ever and for ever I — Not in vain 
Receive the feeble tribute of our prayers. 
We are thy children, weak indeed and frail, 
The creatures of an hour — yet formed by thee, 
With spirits of ethereal mould, whose date 
Henceforth must be coeval with thine own. 
For this we come before thee — to entreat 
Thy guidance and thy care. — Oh I deeper yet 
Impress each awful lesson, that our lives, 
(When scattered wide we seek our various homes,) 
May bear the^ stamp that we have been vdth thee. 
So may we hear, and so obey thy voice. 
That scenes like these may never rise and cry 
For wrath against us, in a day to come. 
And soon or late, within the crystal courts 
Of New Jerusalem, in worthier strains 
Permit us to adore thee ! Not as now, 
In weakness and in tears, but purified 
And cleansed by thee from every taint of sin. 
Oh I let not one be absent thence, nor one 
Excluded from thy favour now ; but raise 
Our kindling hearts in gratitude, and pour 
Thy blessing on us while we separate. 

1846. 
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LINES 

ON THE DEPARTURE OF A UIKI8TERIKG FRIEHD AT THE 
EXPIRATION OF HIS EUROPEAN LABOURS. 

" And he kneeled down and prayed with them all ; and tliaj all wept ; 
sorrowing most of all for the words which he spake, thai thej should asa 
his fiioe no more." 

Acra^ xz. 

Loud from Miletus rose the voice of weeping, 

And soft between was heard the breath of prayer, — 

** Father of mercies ! Have him in thy keeping ; 
Oh I be his weal thine own peculiar care." 

Slow from their arms the great Apostle turning, 
Pursued' his mission o'er the unconscious wave ; 

Faith's steadfast lamp within his bosom burning, 
His soul on fire to win his martyr-grave. 

And there are tears to-day, and tones of wailing, 
Where breaks the surge on Albion's queenly shore ; 

The stranger on his homeward voyage sailing. 
Like him of Tarsus may return no more. 

But not like him, to prison and to slaughter. 
Goes the belov'd one from his exile back ; 

Light zephyrs waft him o'er the yielding water. 
And glancing sunbeams stream around his track. 

And dear ones watch beyond the western billow. 
To catch the signals of his ling' ring bark : 

E'en now are wreathed around his midnight pillow, 
The shadows of his native forests dark. 
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With trembling lips our parting words commend him 
To the pure guidance of Almighty love ; 

Invoke each holiest blessing to attend him, — 

Fruits of the earth, and dews from Heaven above. 

And more than words can speak, or numbers falter — 
All that the spirit's inmost depths can swell — 

Be poured in silence on the kindling altar 

That bears the incense of our last Farewell ! — 

" Father 1 protect him by thy power supernal ; 

In life, in death, alike thy chosen care— 
And guide our progress to the realms eternal, 

That all who love him here may meet him there,^* 



THE CHRISTIAN AT NIAGARA. 

(suggested BT hearing a passage from THB J0X7RNAL 
OF A FRIEND VISITING AMERIOA.) 

'TwAS midnight on Niagara's height — 

Its calm but not its hush ; 
The floods beneath the moon's clear light. 

Like silver seemed to gush, — 
In softened splendour burst the whole 
Full on the stranger's awe-struck soul. 

What thoughts are these his breast that swell. 

And flU his glistening eye ? 
Vainly the muse would strive to tell 

Their meaning large and high. 
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Is it for home the exile yearns. 

As from the gorgeous scene he tarns ? 

And weeps he for the ocean miles 

That part him from his children's smiles ? 

Or had his soaring fancy weaved 

Such lofty visions ere he came, 
That now he deems himself deceived 

By the shrill trump of fame ? 

Not these the musings deep, 
Niagara wakens in the Pastor's hreast — 
Whoe'er hath learned o'er fallen man to weep, 

Is hy one theme possessed. 

The torrent's foaming course — 
To him it spoke of sin's o'erwhelming might, 
Of strong temptation's ever-growing force, 

And ruin's dizzy height. 

Nor long in trance of speechless rapture gazing, 

Beneath the moonlight fair 
He stood — ^but meekly sought his place of prayer. 

His folded hands upraising ; 
And the full burden of his spirit poured 

At once before his Lord, — 

** Father ! To whom are known 
The secret thoughts of all ; 
On whose high name alone 
Thy suppliant children call ! 
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" Without thy gracious care — 
Thine all-sufficient aid, 
How shall we shun each specious snare 
Around our footsteps laid ? 

" Even as the headlong tide 
Bears the huge rock like summer leaf along ; 
Engulphs the giant navy in its pride, 
Crushes the cedar strong ; 

'^ So yawns the dread abyss of sin and death 

Man's heedless steps beneath ; 
So sinks the soul with downward plunge intent, 

Unless thy love prevent. 

" But thou didst send thy Son, 
Because our life was precious in thine eyes ; 
And from the spoiler's hand the prey is won 
By that vast Sacrifice. 

" Then keep, as thou canst keep, 
Whom he hath purchased — ^lest the uplifted wave 
To swift perdition sweep 
The race he died to save. 



" * Not from the world to take. 
But to preserve from ill,' — 
Such was Immanuel's prayer, for whose dear sake, 
Father I Protect us still ! 
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" What though at thy command, 
Far from my native skies and peacefnl home, 
To preach salvation on a foreign strand, 
With willing feet I come, — 

** Vainly the message of thy love is brought, 
Unless thy Spirit touch the hearts that hear ; 
The planting and the watering are nought— 
Thyself alone canst rear. 

" Then grant thy blessing, Lord ! 
That in thy love the labour be not vain ; 

And bid thy mighty word 
To every heart a speedy entrance gain. 

'^ And oh I vouchsafe thine own especial care 
To all the loved ones I have left behind ; 
By day, by night, let each thy favour share—- 
Thy sure protection find. 

" And from the truths I feebly spread. 
Oh I never may thy servant slide — 

One only evil do I dread, — 

Lest I should wander from thy side. 

" But thou art able still to keep 

Against that awful day, 
Li perfect safety all thy sheep, 

Nor suffer one to stray ; 
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** And surely wilt thou keep whatever 
Thy child confideth to thy care I — 
Himself, and all he holds most dear — 
His distant flock — the churches here." 



FOR THE OPENING OF THE NEWLY- 
ERECTED MEETING-HOUSE AT DORKING, 

In thk Sixth Month, 1846. 

What sweet and solemn stillness 

Awaits the sacred mom 1 
The sound of sabhath-music, 

On the scented breeze is borne ; 
A softer radiance seems to rest 

Upon the place of flowers — 
A calm unwonted, hath impressed 

The joyous woodland bowers. 

Intent on heavenly musings, 

We seek our lowly fane, 
And through its opening portals 

Unbought admittance gain ; — 
Now may the silence of the soul 

Its hallowed influence shed, 
And hushed beneath its mild control, 

May each in turn be fed. 

Not with the chanted anthem. 
Or the peahng organ's sound. 

Would we offer dedication. 
As of consecrated ground. 
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Not with the minster's sculptured lore, 
Altar, and font, and shrine — 

Oh I not with these our hearts adore 
The Majesty Divine. 

But a deep and solemn feeling 

Has thrilled our hearts to-day, 
As our first glad rite of worship. 

Within these walls we pay : 
Oh I be the favouring smiles of Heayen, 

In kind approval known, 
^Vnd the Spirit's gracious presence given, 

Our orisons to own. 

E'en as when royal Solomon 

Before thy Temple knelt, 
While Israel saw thy glory. 

In the shadowy cloud that dwelt ; 
Thus from thine awful dwelling-place, 

Where angels round thee bow. 
Father ! once more unveil thy face. 

Look down and hear us now. 

Accept each grateful offering — 

Each lowly sacrifice. 
Which, sabbath after sabbath 

In this our fane shall rise. 
Oh I sanctify the hearts of those, 

Whose spirits here shall blend ; 
And bid the grace that Christ bestows. 

On all alike descend. 
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Here may the pensive mourner 

Find consolations sweet ; 
And the haughty seek forgiveness, 

Laid low at Jesus' feet. 
Here may sweet childhood's opening mind, 

Its earliest lessons learn — 
And here the unhappy wanderer find 

A path of safe return. 

Here let thy glorious Gospel 

Be fearlessly declared — 
And a highway for thy footsteps, 

In softened hearts prepared. 
Thy prophets and thy ministers, 

With unction from above — ' 
Oh I send them here, — bright messengers 

Of Christ's redeeming love. 

And oh I that all whose relics 

Beneath these sods shall lie. 
Safe in the arms of Jesus — 

Firm in his faith may die? 
Grant that not one be laid to rest 

Within this green retreat, 
Whose closing scene hath not confessed 

The work of grace complete. — 

But within the deep recesses 

Of every bosom here. 
Erect a mightier Temple — 

A holier Altar rear ; 

I 2 
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That through the gladness and the care 

Of each returning day, 
The incense of perpetual prayer 

May consecrate our way. 

We arc thy children, Father 1 

We dwell beneath thine eye ; 
Oh I listen now and hear us — 

Listen and give reply ;— 
All that we have, and are, and can. 

To thee belongs alone ; 
Then sanctify our life's brief span, 

And make us all thine own. 



TO A FRIEND, 

ON HEARING HIM EXPRESS REGRET TH-AT HE HAD NO 
DAUGHTERS. 

Nay grieve not thus — nor of thy lot complain. 

Though gleams beside thine hearth no Daughter's 
smile, 
Though one fond wish be ever nursed in vain — 

A Daughter's love to soothe thee and beguile. 
The full and joyous tones of maiden glee — 

The lightsome glance by laughing girlhood worn — 
Some likeness of thy chosen one, to be 

Thy solace in her stead when left forlorn ; — 
Hath Heaven denied thee these ! Yet do not therefore 
mourn. 
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And say not, dearest friend I thou hast no Daughter ; 

Daughters shall rise in Heaven and call thee blest. 
Pondering the holy lessons thou hast taught her, 

How many a dying girl will sink to rest I 
Thou, to whose gentle spirit clings the love 

Of each young heart around thee, — ^in whose words 
There breathes a living influence from above. 

Wakening from note to note the obedient chords ; — 
Are not our Daughters thine ? Shall they not be the 
Lord's? 

For many are our fathers — not from one 

Learn we our duty, or derive our creed. 
Whoe'er hath paused, since first our race begun. 

With kindly hand our faltering steps to lead ; 
Whoe'er hath fanned the flickering torch of Faith, 

Or bade the mists of fear and doubt retire. 
Or nerved our souls to meet the approach of death — 

To him w6 give the endearing name of Sire, — 
And such art thou to all who thus thine aid require ! 

Then take the love of every maiden heart, 

Whose grief or gloom thy voice hath chased away ; 
Father to each, and friend, and guide thou art. 

E'en in that Gospel which we all obey. 
And when thy spirits languish for the tone 

Of filial tenderness from girlhood's tongue. 
Still closer draw the links around thee thrown, 

That bind thee to the afi*ections of the young — 
That bind thee most to her by whom these strains are 
sung. 

1848. 



17-A THE TWO PRAYERS. 

SONNETS. 

THE TWO PRATERS. 

THE PRAYER FOR THE YOUKO. 

Prayer for the Young ! From fane and ooach as- 
cending, 
From household hearth, deep glen, or mountain-side — 
God of our fathers ! Be it not denied ! 
Hearken I where'er our guardian friends are bending, 
Our welfare, with full hearts, to thee commending ; 
That thou wouldst turn each glittering bait aside. 
And keep our heedless footsteps, lest we slide. 
Around us, night and day, thine arms extending. 
Nor these alone — for us were wont to plead 
Voices that know the speech of earth no more — 
To us though lost, by thee regarded still ; 
By us remembered oft in hours of need, 
*Mid pleasure's syren-chant, or passion's roar — 
Such prayer prevaileth — such do thou fulfil. 

THE prayer of THE YOUNG. 

Prayer of the youthful heart I Thy grace imploring 
Saviour, to guard from every lurking snare, 
Fencing it with the shield thy soldiers wear. 
From day to day its drooping strength restoring — 
Nor for itself alone its founts outpouring : 
Should not the flock requite the Pastor's care ? 
How should the young requite them, save by prayer ? 
Which, to Heaven's gate on eagle-pinion soaring, 
Doth ask thy seven-fold blessing, not in vain, 
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On those, the reverenced and the loved, who watch 

As for our souls. — Do thou their faith sustain. 

When the fierce tempter would their strength o'er- 

match. 
May they, (yet spare them long I) thy rest attain — 
We, as they pass from earth, their mantle catch. 

Worcester: 1864 



PARTING ADDRESS TO A FRIEND. 

Farewell 1 A long farewell ! 
Not without tears we weave such strains for thee — 
Now favouring gales thy homeward canvas swell, 
And lightly waft thee o'er the swelling sea 1 

Yet cast a glance behind, 
Ere yet thy bark weigh anchor from the shore — 
One parting benediction pause to bind 
On thousands who may hear thy voice no more. 

Oh I we have loved thee well. 
And woven thy name with all our holiest thoughts, 
And shrined thy memory, as a living spell. 
Far in the deep recesses of our hearts. 

For thou with holy zeal 
Hast nerved us to maintain the unequal strife, 
Urging on all and each thy warm appeal, — 
The awful mysteries of an endless life. 
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Roused by thy kindling words, 
What holy thoughts — ^what Heaven-bom aims have 

woke 1 
How hath the young heart thrill'd thro' all its chords, 
And spurn' d indignant, earth's encumbering yoke ! 

But must it be that some 
Whose hearts have melted at thy gentle call 
To that bright City yet shall fail to come, 
And miss the free reward prepared for all ? 

Awful uncertainty ! 
Tremendous query ! How it bids us pause I 
For God will crown with immortality. 
Not all who hear, but who obey his laws. 

And now on us is thrown 
The weight, the pressure thou hast laid aside, — 
Now by obedience be our love made known. 
Our knowledge now to hourly use applied. 

But thou to thine own land, 
Rich with the meed of Heaven's own peace, return ; 
Angehc guards attend on either hand. 
And bright before, the fiery column bum ! 

And when thy task is done, 
Thy whole appointed path of duty trod. 
May Christ bestow the crown his love hath won. 
And mark thy place beside the Mount of God. 

Croydon; 1846-7" 
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ON THE DEATH OP JOHN BARCLAY. 

llTH or Tirrs Month, 1838. 

No marble tablet rears its head 
To show where Barclay's ashes lie ; 

No sculpture decks his lowly bed, 
Or points it to the curious eye. 

But what he did and taught on earth, 

A nobler cenotaph will be. 
With those who really knew his worth, 

Than any sculptured pageantry. 

Yes I Barclay being dead, still lives, 
And, being silent, speaketh yet — 

The ambient radiance survives. 

Although the sun at noon hath set. 



THE DEPAKTING CHRISTIAN. 

SUGGESTED BY A DYING EXPRESSION OP OUR ESTEEMED 

FRIEND ELIZABETH J. PRY, ** THIS IS A STRIFT — 

BUT I AM 8APE." 

Tenth Month, 1846. 

Yes " I am safe I" My Saviour's arms are round me, 

I feel his gracious presence hovering nigh ; 
His hand hath loosed the silken cords that bound me. 
Thus can a Christian die. 

i3 
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I watch the bright world from my view departing. 

Its golden sunshine and its flowery sod — 
Yet to my closing eye no tear is starting — 
Its paths are safely trod. 

Dimly the shadowy mist of Time receding, 

Fades in the distance as I look behind : 
No cloud is near, my heavenward flight impeding — 
No track my course may find. 

The glorious future lies unveiled before me, 

Close on the margin of the flood I stand ; 
E'en now I feel rich music stealing o'er me. 
As from the spirit-land. 

Death has no terror, and the Grave no power, 

For those who meet him with their sins forgiven ; 
Good Angels mark the Christian's parting hour 
With welcome into Heaven. 

Not that my hand hath soothed the orphans' weeping, 
Not that the convicts' prayer hath blessed my name, 
Not for the captive 'mid his children sleeping, 

Kestored from sin and shame. 

Not for the royal smiles of princely favour. 

Whose light hath lain like sunshine on my brow, 
Not for all these my trembling pulses waver — 
These cannot save me now. 

My tnist is in the accepted Mediator, 

The Lamb immaculate for sinners slain, 
Who veiled the lustre of his glorious nature. 
My pardon to obtain. 
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His love hath led me o'er life's changeful ocean, 
Smoothing the billows romid my fragile bark, 
Shielding my head 'mid tempests' wild commotion, 
Within his sacred ark. 

Now is he calling me to rest for ever, 

Where his redeemed surromid his Throne on high ; 
Firm in his faith from earthly ties \ sever — 
Thus can a Christian die. 



TRIBUTE TO THE MEMORY OF OUR BE- 
LOVED FRIEND ELIZABETH DUDLEY 
OF PECKHAM. 

Who was carried off bt Cholbra, without hatiho tims to send 

FOB ANT RELATIVE OR INTIMATE FRIEND, ON THE 7TH OF 

Ninth Month, 1849. 

Now let US weep ! We must — ^we will — and none our 

tears shall stay 
Till the full gush of sorrow's tide unchecked hath had 

its way ; 
Nor had the minstrel roused the chords, by sudden 

grief unstrung, 
Save that it cannot, must not be, that thou shouldst 

die unsung. 

Have we not loved thee since the days of childhood's 

careless glee, 
Turning alike through smiles and tears for counsel unto 

thee? 
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Hast thoa not been our goide and stay amid the snares 

of youth? 
Strong in the tenderness of love — great with the might 

of tmth. 

Thine was the voice whose thrilling tones religion's 
precepts tanght, 

Ere yet our scarce unfolded powers their hidden 
meaning caught ; 

And thine the very earliest prayer on which remem- 
brance dwells, 

That through the heart's deep chambers yet in solemn 
cadence swells. 

And yet they tell us none were nigh thy dying conch to 

cheer, 
To give thy hand's last pressure back, or wipe thy 

parting tear ; — 
She that had made each weight of care, each tale of 

grief her own, 
'Twas hers, when came the midnight cry, to close her 

eyes alone ! 

No— not alone! — Her ** Saviour's love," from child- 
hood ** sought" and found. 

In that dread conflict failed her not ; on her no terrors 
frowned. 

Firm on the Rock of Ages her dying hopes were built. 

And her latest accents whispered of the blood on Cal- 
vary spilt ; 

As she laid aside the vesture, defiled with earthly 
stains. 

For a robe of changeless purity, dyed in Lnmanuers 
veins. 
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Oil 1 who thy vacant place shall fill ? Thou many- 
gifted one I 

Who be to us what thou hast been ? Who do as thou 
hast done ? 

What hand with steadfast confidence, high pointing to 
the goal, 

The young resolve shall cherish, the wayward will 
control ? 

We miss thee by the social hearth, and by the couch of 

pain; 
And the lowly ear of poverty awaits thy step in vain ; 
We miss thee by the open grave, for thou wert ever 

there — 
But oh 1 we miss thee most of all mthin the house of 

prayer. 

The Church it is that mourns thee, and long the Church 

shall mourn ; 
And wet mth ever-gushing tears shall be thine 

honoured urn. 
But chief our solemn Jubilee, returning with the spring, 
One general pang, at thought of thee, to every heart 

shall bring. 

Yet is thy presence with us still — ^we lose not such as 

thou — 
One Arm of Love enfolds us all — at one high throne 

we bow ; 
The same our faith, our strife, our hope, as thine so 

late hath been — 
Like thine, ere long, we meekly trust, our own 

departing scene. 



182 ON THE DEATH OF MART 8TEBBT. 

Then while thy teachings yet are fresh, and scarce on 

fancy's ear 
Hath died the cadence of that voice we never more 

may hear, 
Oh I be it onrs to seize forthwith the mantle from thy 

hand, 
And closer draw our serried ranks, and firmer take our 

stand; 
And to thy prayers on record left before the Eternal 

Throne, 
Add, more and yet more largely, petitions of our own. 



ON THE DEATH OF MARY STERRY 
OF CROYDON. 

A FRAGMENT. 

Another honoured name 
Claims such sad tribute as the Muse can pay. 
Yet poor her eloquence thy worth to tell. 
And small the need, — embalmed in every heart 
Shall live thy memory. — All in thee have lost 
A friend ; but chief the afflicted — ^the bereaved — 
The sick — ^the dying ; soother thou in turn 
Of each. How softly on the drooping heart 
Fell the loved tones of that familiar voice 
For which we listen yet ! How sweet that smile. 
After brief absence, greeting each return 
To home and friends I That tender parting kiss, 
And benediction warm, on my flushed cheek 
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Impressed so oft — for the last time impressed, 
Alas ! how recently 1 But wherefore thus 
Prolong the mournful numbers ? Tears impede 
The impassioned utterance. — Precious one ! Farewell ! 

What though unheralded the message came ? 
Thy course was finished, and there needed not 
Words to confirm the truths thy life had taught. 

Woroater; Third Month, 1853. 



AFFECTION'S TRIBUTE 

TO OUR BELOVED FRIEND RICHARD BARRETT OF 
CROYDON, 

Who was taken tbom us on the 4th of Foubth Month, 1855. 

Oh ! precious one ! To thee 
The choking heart refaseth its farewell ; 
So brightly treasured in our memory 

Doth thy loved image dwell. 

It needs no pompous lay. 
No monumental verse, no costly shrine, 
To rescue from oblivion and decay 

A name so dear as thine. 

Yet to the swelling heart, 
O'ercharged with heavy sense of settled grief, 
'Midst the thick -gathering tears unchecked that start, 

Methinks 'twill yield relief. 
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How falteringly soe'er, 
A requiem for the honoured dead to ponr, — 
A tender IN MEMORIAM to prepare 

From memory's choicest store. 

To thee, from childhood's hour, 
With love's strong tendrils youthful hearts have clnng ; 
As round the oak the twining forest flower 

Its slender arms hath flung. 

To thee, through growing years, 
With deepening reverence youthful eyes have tamed — 
How many a sacred truth life's journey cheers, 

From thee in girlhood learned ! 

Yet not in words alone. 
Though sweet, the Preacher's deepest influence lay ; 
The lesson by his answering conduct shown. 

We read from day to day. 

A something in his eye, 
And in the holy calmness of his smile, 
Told ever of that heavenly converse high 

Which nought might long beguile. 

Foremost in Duty's track — 
To sweep the enchanted cup from freedom's land ; 
To win the erring from temptation back ; 

Or hold the dying hand ; 

Such was his mission blest — 
Thus with the day ihe daily task kept pace ; 
Nor did he pause, or turn aside to rest, 

Till victor in the race. 



affection's TRIBUTi. 185 

Grently Qiow gently !) then, 
Stole to his conch the Angel amaranth-crowned ; 
No shuddering sense of parting or of pain — 

One touch his chain unbound. 

One touch 1 Oh I blessed one I 
E'en stronger than the grief of severed love 
Is the deep solemn thought, how thou art gone 
Straight from our presence into that above. 

And tho^ at home and hearth. 
And *midst thy garden's loveliness, and where 
We meet for prayer and praise, thy place on earth 

Knows thee no longer there ; 

Though, in our heart of hearts, 
A void be left which thou hast filled so long ; 
Yet would we joy with thee, and bear our parts 

In thy new, wondering song. 

For nearer doth it bring 
Heaven's awful Presence round us, when its gate 
Is opened for the glorious welcoming 
Of one whose steps were in our paths so late. 

Wor€€$Ur; 1866. 



186 A LAMENT. 

A LAMENT. 

WRITTEN FOR MY DEAR COUSINS AT PECKHAM, ON OCCA- 
SION OF THE DECEASE OF THEIR FATHER, 

WILLIAM CASH. 
Who was taksn off bt Cholera ov thb 6tu or Nimth Hoxtb, 1840. 

" 'TwERE nothing new or strange to tell 
How dear is Home to each and all — 
No pulse, but must responsive swell, 
When on the ear its praises fall : 
Whoe'er thou art, thy childhood's place 
Hath charms none other can efface. 

** But our bright home ! Oh 1 never smiled 
On infant gaze such home as ours. 
With joys on joys redundant piled, 
Thick as the lap of spring with flowers. 
The very shrine of love and rest. 
By every passing stranger blest. 

** What was it made that home so fair ? 
Not blazing hearth or stately lawn — 
Nay — but the fond parental care 
That watched us from our being's dawn ; 
The Father's smile, the Mother's kiss — 
These filled their children's cup of bliss. 

** Still is the chosen spot our own — 
The home of childhood yet is ours ; 
But how is all the sunshine flown 
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That lighted once its happy bowers : 
The cup of joy so richly crowned, 
Dashed in a moment to the groimd. 

« 

" Death gave no sign, — one mom beheld 
The household group around their Sire. 
The next — ^his prize the Tyrant held ; 
The next — he joined the angelic choir. 
One day of anguish and distress, 
And midnight found us !^atherless I 

** Then well we knew what sorrow meant, 

When the strong love of life-long ties, 

With earthquake force asunder rent, 

Was severed thus before our eyes. 

Then Feeling to her centre shook. 

Then Thought well-nigh her throne forsook. 

" Yet more it moves us now to see 
Thy wonted seat in silence left — 
To gather round our Mother's knee. 
Of nothing save of thee bereft — 
From lips not thine at mom and even. 
To hear the inspired words of Heaven. 

" Our grief the conscious garden shares — 
The cedar droops his branches proud, 
A paler smile the jasmine wears, 
The roses on their stems are bowed. 
The peach forgets its luscious bloom. 
The grape its sweetness and perfume. 
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'' Nor yet on Homers dear haunts alone, 
My Father ! did thy virtues shine — 
Proudly we called thee all our own, 
But sphere oT wider good was thine : 
Prompt at the ** Call of Duty" still, 
Each willing labour to fulfil. 

** Yet did no thought of toil or care, 
Upon thy parting spirit weigh — 
With child-like faith, the man of prayer 
Turned from the things of earth away ; 
His eyes on all his loved ones closing. 
His trust upon his God reposing. 

" It soothes our sorrow — even ours, 
Now to behold thee where thou art, 
With all the high Celestial Powers, 
In song and glory bearing part. 
Methinks we would not call thee back 
To trace once more life's cnequered track. 

** No, though we need thy counsels still, 
Amid the ensnaring scenes of Youth, 
We dare not blame the unerring Will — 
We may not doubt the lip of Truth. 
Our Father's God himself will be 
To us whatever lie was to thee, 

'* And thou, sweet Mother ! Dearer now, 
Than in our brightest, sunniest days ; 
That thou art left, our hearts shall glow 
Amidst our tears, with joy and praise. 
Not orphan' d yet, whilst still we claim 
Our portion in a Mother^ s name. 
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^* Orphan' d I Nay, have we not on high 
A Father and a Home of Love ? 
And should not each dissevered tie, 
More firmly fix our hopes above ? 
Till one by one the household chain 
Unite its parted links again." 

Bradford ; Eltoenth Month, 1849. 
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And art thou gone in all thy rosy bloom ? 
With the soft light of youth around thee spread, 
With thy clear brow unshaded yet by gloom. 
Art thou too with the dead ? 

Thou that wert fair as spring's uncultured flowers. 
Whose laugh was joyous as the skylark's lay. 
Thy sunny smile is banished from our bowers, 
Thy step hath passed away. 

We miss the wild notes of that cheerful voice, 
Which blended loudest in each shout of glee, 
And taught the summer echoes to rejoice 
In answering melody. 

And oh 1 those eyes of blue, whose gleaming light 
Shone with a radiance that no grief hath veiled. 
Has their quick flash so early closed in night ? 
Their glistening lustre failed 7 
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Ah ! wliither art thou gone ? we cannot gaze 
Beyond the horizon of the world helow ; 
We may not follow where the spirit strays. 
Tell ns, where art thou now ? 

Dweirst thou above the starry canopy^ 
In the pure realms of unveiled holiness ? 
Where stand the white robed Seraphim on high, 
Circling the throne of bliss. 

Sing'st thou with Angels the triumphant Psalm ? 
Kneerst thou in homage to the King Divine ? 
The crown of Amaranth — the victor's Palm — 
Say Huldah, are they thine ? 

Yes, we would hope thee bless' d, nor think in vain, 
Each season for reflective thought bestowed — 
Each effort made to lead our youthful train 
In virtue's narrow road. 

The vesper hymn at twilight's dewy hour — 
The stillness of the evening sanctuary — 
The prayer in silence breathed, whose unseen power 
Called blessings from on high. 

The solemn calmness of the sabbath mom — 
The sacred language of the Book of truth — 
By each, by all, a secret spell is borne 
To the glad heart of youth. 

Yet oft thy guardians heaved the anxious sigh, 
When scarce by these thy thoughtlessness was qnelled. 
When ev'n the sabbath's hushed tranquillity 
A cold restraint was held. 
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And gratefully they marked the progress slow, 
Of changes by a hidden impulse wrought ; 
The wild exuberance of thy spirit's flow, 

Controlled by pensive thought. 

Yes, there were moments when thy breast was stilled 
Beneath the influence of a power from Heaven, 
When pure emotions in thy bosom thrilled ; 

When the world's chains were riven. 

And now thy course is run ! so bright and brief, 
Scarce can we deem thee parted from our hearth, — 
Called from the world away, ere care and grief 
Had quelled thy buoyant mirth. 

Oh ! who can tell by what allurements shaken, 
Haply thy young heart might have learned to roam ? 
May we not trust in mercy thou art taken 
From evil days to come ? 

For thee we pray not now, but oh ! for those. 
The blooming circle thou hast left behmd — 
We pray for them that when life's day shall close, 
Acceptance they may find. 

Frail are the gifts that on frail youth attend — 
Beauty and health and sunny gaiety. 
Oh I be it theirs to make high Heaven their friend. 
Ere all these gifts shall flee. 

1842. 
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FOR MY DEAR MARTHA'S ALBUM. 

I WILL not stain this page of snow 
With wishes of terrestrial birth ; 

False and inconstant is the glow 
That lights the joys of earth. 

Not at this altar will I bind 

Those fading glories on thy name — 

Those honours sought by all mankind — 
Grandeur and wealth and fame. 

But holier, purer is the vow 

By friendship's youthftd fervour breathed ; 
Fairer the chaplet round thy brow 

By friendship's hand enwreathed. 

Thine be the brightest destiny 

To child of mortal race e'er given ; 

By earth untainted mayst thou be — 
Beloved and blest by Heaven. 

Ninth Month, 1842. 



19G AN EFFUSION OF AFFECTION, TO A FRIEND. 

LINES ADDEESSED TO A FRIEND, 

ON RETURNING POLLOK's "COURSE OF TIME." 

Thanks, gentle Friend ! The poet's warmest thanks ! 

Take back thy treasure. Not Peruvian gold — 
Not the rich gems that gleam on Ganges' banks. 

Nor all the wealth Idumean forests hold. 
Had kindled thus my spirit's youthful fire, 

With vision too remote for mortal gaze, 
Or tuned to harmony my slumbering lyre. 

That wakes, to sound the sainted minstrel's praise. 
But I have lingered on the exalted line, 

Hushing my heart with song's resistless spell,* 
Till distant echoes, caught from harps divine. 

Have seemed to mingle with its lofty swell. 
Oh ! to us both the glorious hope be given. 

To blend our strains with hiSy amidst the choirs of 
Heaven ! 

Sevenih MorUh, 1&15. 



AN EFFUSION OF AFFECTION, 

TO A FRIEND. 

It were not meet that Friendship's lyre, 
How rude soe'er its simple strains. 
In dull repose should quench its fire. 
While aught of love unsung remains. 
And hast thou been my friend so long. 
Nor claimed one tributary song ? 
Mary ! the Muse hath done thee wrong. 
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Yet is it not in lute or lay, 

Tho' framed with nicest art, 
How dear I hold thee e'er to say — 

Belov'd one of my heart I 
We count the price of gems and gold — 
The heart's rich wealth not thus is told. 

We know not how the harebell blue, 

The virgin rose, the lily pale. 
From the dark earth their beauties drew — 

Their fragrance from the gale. 

Still less we note the growth of love, , 

That springeth in the breast, 
A bright exotic from above, 

Unbidden — unconfessed. 
Ere yet we mark the tender shoot, 
The hidden germ hath taken root ; 
Ere yet we feel the tendrils clasp, 
They bind us with convulsive grasp. 

But earthly love, how sweet soe'er. 

Will languish and decay. 
Unless that holier flame it share. 

Which cannot pass away. 
Such love be ours — so strong, so pure — , 
Through endless ages to endure. 

For I have taken to my arms. 

The gift a Gk)d of love hath given — 

A faithful friend's endearing charms, — 
The choicest boon of Heaven. 
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Hath He not given ns each to each. 
Life's thorny mazes to beguile 
With gentle deed and soothing speech, 
Eesponsiye sigh and answering smile ? 

But chiefly that thy counsels meek 

The rising storm may quell 
That sends the crimson to my cheek, 

And bids my pulses swell. 

E'en as the stripling's artless lyre 
Tamed the fierce monarch's sullen mood. 
His passions calmed, assuaged his ire. 
And all his haughty soul subdued ; 
So, at that glance and voice of thine. 
My own ungovemed thoughts are still, — 
Hushed is the pride that dared repine 

Against th' Unerring Will ; 
And as my kindling spirit bums, 
I weep for joy and grief by turns. 

And if my hand hath chased 
The shadow from thy heart, 
, Thy fainting courage braced. 

Or with impetuous haste, 
Withstood the threatened dart 
That might have pierced thy gentle breast. 
And robbed thy spirit of its rest — 
It cancels not the willing debt 
Of grateful love I owe thee yet. 
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My own, own Mary I Day by day, 
Close and more closely may we cling ; 
Pursue in faith our even way, 
And every care to Jesus bring. 
And He, whose love surpasses thought, 
With gracious smiles our joy beholding, 
Will teach us as His own are taught, 
Around us both His arms enfolding. 



TO THE SAME. 

ON HER TWENTY-FIRST BIRTHDAY. 

For strain or song when Mary pleads. 
No second call the minstrel needs ; 
No task to minstrel-heart more dear, 
Than thus to sing for friendship's ear. 

It needs no stress of laboured art. 
The soul's deep utterance to impart ; 
All I could say thou long hast known. 
Thy weal is even as mine own. 

Now glancing backward while I sing. 
Where erst I stood I see thee stand — 
The last bright rose of parting Spring, 

Fresh-gathered in thy hand — 
And sunny Hope, on pinions high. 
Whispering of gorgeous Summer nigh. 
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What blessings, then, nntold, nnthonght, 
£7 friendship's tenderest pleadings songht, 
May twine a chaplet for the brow 
Of one so dear, so loved as thon ? 

Not few — not many — ^will suffice — 
No precious gift of costliest price — 
In earth or heaven — ^by shore or sea — 
But I would claim the boon for thee. 

Thine be each good that love can seek, 
Each good that love can give — 

Whatever a Father's lips can speak — 
A child's fall heart receive. 

Yet from the hopes and fears that yearn 
So helplessly o'er years unknown, 
Back to the place of prayer I turn, 
Where fear or hope avails alone — 
Of all that shines beneath the sun, 
** One thing is needful^'*'' and hut one. 

Then with and as myself, to Him 
Whose is that **one thing" to bestow, 
Before whose smile all else is dim — 
' My heart — my song — commends thee now. 
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TO A YOUTH. 

ON HEARING THE MIDNIGHT CHIMES. 

3l8T OF TWBLFTH MONTH, 1843. 

Hush ! 'Tis a deep and thrilling sound — the dying 

year's farewell, 
As its echoes thro' a thousand fanes in mournful cadence 

swell ; — 
Fondly it lingers on the breeze, 'mid the stillness of the 

night, 
As to breathe a blessing on the world, ere it wing its 

distant flight. 
Oh ! solemn are the lights that steal on the wakeful 

spirit now, 
While the woodlands and the hills are hushed 'neath 

the moonHght's silvery glow ; 
Sad thoughts of many a sKghted year, of many a mis- 
spent hour, — 
And pensive thoughts of joys gone by, which have lost 

their wonted power, — 
And gentle thoughts of friends belov'd, whose smiles 

are in our dreams. 
For whom we ask earth's noblest gifts, and Heaven's 

sunniest beams. 

But boyhood's clear unwrinkled brow, and step of 

bounding glee. 
Tell of high hopes, and golden dreams, and pleasures 

yet to be : — 

K 3 
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For all too prone is sanguine youth on future joys to 

dwell, 
Nor recks he of the sober strain which would break the 

witching spell : 
Then let not words of doubt or dread in gloomy tones 

severe, ' 

Blend with the lay that friendship weaves to greet the 

glad new year. 
Yet oh I how oft in days to come, should lengthened 

days be thine, 
Shall that midnight music sweep again thro' thy spirit's 

inmost shrine ; — 
Not as in childhood's careless hours, a festive sound of 

mirth. 
But perchance a sad and dirge-like tone, as of some 

forsaken hearth. 
How will its echoes lead thee back to the sportive vigils 

kept, 
Ere the chilling blasts of care and grief thro' thy 

clustered locks had swept. 

And will it find that smile less bright — that bounding 

step less free — 
When the sunny dreams of youth shall yield to cold 

reality ? 
These it may find — but oh ! how blest, if undefiled and 

pure. 
Religion ever guard thy heart from sinful wiles secure 1 
Firm be thy soul in virtue's cause, alike through hope 

and fear, — 
Thus breathes the muse her benison to hail the glad 

new year. 
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TO HER SISTER. 

ON HER TWENTY-FIRST BIRTHDAY. 

What hand but mine, sweet Sister of my heart, 

Should give thee greeting on the awful Morn, 

That, interposing 'twixt the sunny Spring, 

And gorgeous Summer of existence, stands. 

And bids thee stand — and calls the unwearied Lyre, 

With many a plaintive, many a joyous note. 

To sing the Past to sleep I Say, doth the thought 

Of joyous childhood once for ever fled, 

Move thee to tears ? I know it doth — I wept, 

In bitterness of soul, when Spring's last rose 

From Hebe's chaplet fell — ^nor shall the Lyre 

Thy trusting heart deceive with Siren song 

Of flowers that bloom not, hopes that fade, or joys 

That die untasted— dreaming now is pass'd — 

Life is before thee — ^wake — be strong — and live. 

For thee fulfilled be every trembling prayer 
Which for myself I pour — and unto thee 
All He hath been to me may Jesus prove — 
The best of Counsellors — the first of Friends — 
The All-reconciling Saviour — And whatever 
^ joy or grief — (I say not weal or woe — 
All shall be weal to thee — ) whatever befal 
Of smiles or tears, of action or repose. 
Firm be thy faith, immoveable thy trust, 
Pure thy allegiance ever unto Him I 
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Then take it, even as it is, the cup 
Of mortal life, its bitter and its sweet, 
In wisdom and in tenderness prepared, 
And lifted to thy lips, by One who drank 
Far other cup for thee. Now in His name 
Receive my blessing I and above all else, 
Above all precious things in earth or heaven, 
His mayst thou be, both now and evermore. 

Bradford. 



TO MY DEAREST FRIEND. 

ON MY OWN RECOVERY FROM ILLNESS. 

My own, own friend I Yet once again 

My hand is free — 
My faithful Lyre, in joyous strain, 

Wakeneth for thee. 

I had not thought to greet thee thus 

Again on earth — 
T deemed the grave would sever us, 

And hush our mirth. 

My eyes had almost looked their last 

On scenes below — 
The awful die was nearly cast, 

For weal or woe. 

I felt the icy chill of death 

Around my heart ; 
And fainter grew my fluttering breath — 

Mockery of art. 
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But One beside me watching stood, 

By day-r-by night — 
Whose hand repressed the roaring flood, 

And checked its might. 



Before Him fled each phantom grim, 

And by His grace, 
With bounding life in every limb, 

I mend my pace. 



Then join thy grateful strains with mine, 

High thanks to pour, 
That she, so long, so closely thine. 

Is thine once more. 



Yes, dearest — even with death in view, 

To thee I turned — 
To breathe that last — ^that fond adieu. 

My spirit burned. 

And thro' that night of fear and dread, 

When those who took 
Their watchful station round my bed. 

All hope forsook ; 

Thro' those long hours of languisliing. 

Thy cherished name. 
With each uncouth imagining, 

Like sunshine came. 
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But all too closely had I wreathed 

Love's silken ties ; 
And o'er thee many a blessing breathed, 

Due to the skies. 

'Twas meet the lesson should be given, 

Howe'er severe, 
** If thou wilt build thy hopes on Heaven, 

Hold naught more dear." 

Then let our mutual prayers ascend. 

As oft of yore, 
That from our long-neglected Friend 

We turn no more. 

Then^ whensoever the summons come, 

That comes to all, 
Swift may we reach our heavenly Home, 

Nor shun the call. 

And which may first that bliss secure. 

Oh ! matchless joy 1 
To throw the portals wide for her 

Who last shall die. . 

Croydon: First Month, IS48. 
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TO A SCHOOLFELLOW. 

ON HER WEDDING DAY. 

Methinks the Minstrel should not wait 

To hear thee ask, 
But, self-impelled, anticipate 

Her pleasing task. 
Thy Bridal mom demands a song — 
Doth not the theme to me belong ? 

By the bright memory of those hours 

Li life's young dawn — 
Of the rich lilac- scented bowers, 

And peerless lawn — 
Where, oft as summer evening came. 
Rang merry laugh and joyous game ; — 

And by the school-room's toils, endured 

With such good will — 
The hard-earned prize so oft secured. 

And treasured still — 
By all the spells of ** auld lang syne,'' 
This laureateship is surely mine. 

But with what strain shall friendship greet 

The new-made Bride ? 
All the deep founts of feeling meet 

Li one full tide — 
Her tender heart o'erwhelming quite, 
As bursts the future on her sight. 
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New hopes and fears alteraate paint 

And blanch her cheek — 
The Muse's utmost art is faint 

Their strife to speak ; 
Nor lute nor lyre may faintly tell 
How falters forth the Bride's farewell. 

Strong art thou, Love ! that thus for thee 

Home's links we break, 
And mother's breast, and father's knee 

Leave for thy sake ; 
And strong is faith, that in thee sees 
That which can make amends for these. 

A sunny home, Maria fair. 

Is thine to leave — 
Beside thy vacant couch and chair 

Will sisters grieve ; 
And oft upon thy dreams will rise 
The sunshine of their laughing eyes. 

But gushing springs of joy and hope 

Unfelt before, 
Shall quickly make love's blissful cup 

O'erflow once more ; 
The void within thy bosom filling — 
Its secret yearnings gently stilling. 

Now, cling with all thy trusting heart — 
The pledge is given ; 
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And naught but death the links can part, 

Fast bound by Heaven. 
Each chance or change that time may bring, 
But bids you close and closer cling. 



Thxm, that dost cull in its first bloom 

The virgin rose, 
That, fresh in colouring and perfume, 

So brightly glows ; 
Remember, 'tis a fragile flower — 
A thing to perish in an hour. 

And when upon its loveliness 

A change hath crept. 
And the rude blast of the wilderness 

Hath o'er it swept — 
Bethink thee, 'tis the self-same blossom 
So proudly worn on youth's light bosom- 

THe same — ^for glowing Hope doth pass 

With bounding pace ; 
And Memory, with her faithful glass, 

Doth take her place : 
And what so fair, her page to gild. 
As vows of early love fulfilled ! 



WoTcesttr. 
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TO MAKGAKET. 

ON HER COMING OF AGE. 

Now whose but mine, sweet Margaret, say, 

The gentle task should be, 
To weave the last bright wreath and lay, 

In girlhood's bowers for thee ? 
Have not I loved thee from a child ? 

My plaything, pupil, friend I 
With thee alternate sighed and smiled, 

Blending as sisters blend ? 

Such joy as he who proudly rears 

Some plant of rarest mould. 
May feel, when after patient years 

Its tender buds unfold ; 
Such heartfelt joy is mine this hour, 

With deeper thrill to see 
Full-blown at length the human flower 

So fondly watched by me. 

Yes, precious child I (for by that name 

So would I call thee still ;) 
Each prayer that earthly love can frame. 

Or heavenly love fulfil. 
For thee, as for myself, doth dwell 

Within my heart's deep shrine — 
For thee, as for myself, doth swell 

Unto the Throne Divine. 
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And would it aught avail, to turn 

My way-side tablets o'er, 
That thence thy feebler steps might learn, 

What scenery lies before, 
How gladly would I warn thee back 

From each insidious snare. 
And point thee to the safest track. 

And whisper oft, " Beware I'' 



But no ! Life's pilgrim must not steer 

As by another's chart ; 
But, in his own appointed sphere. 

Must act his daily part. 
Our paths are diverse, every one — 

On separate lines we tread — 
(Tho' hand in hand we seem to run,) 

By differing motives led. 



How strange the strife of hope and fear. 

That sweeps the tranquil lake. 
When first on girlhood's startled ear 

The ocean- surges break 1* 
How fair the aspect of that shore 

From which she turns away — 
How green those fields, where never more 

Her childish feet may stray — 
How wild the breakers' deafening roar. 

In their tumultuous play I 

* See Longfellow*t *' Maidenhood." 
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I know the feeling at thy heart — 

Erewhile I felt it too ; 
The unbidden flush and tear that start 

On bidding youth adieu. 
Yet with the spring-time and the mom, 

The brightness hath not passed ; 
Each task performed, each trial borne, 

A sunny gleam will cast. — 
To cull the rose without its thorn, 

Be Margaret's, to the last. 

Worottttr. 



TO A YOUNG FRIEND 

WHOM I FOUND IN^TEARS ON HER BIRTHDAY. 

Nay, grieve not thus, in soften' d strain 

My answering lyre began ; 
Nor deem affliction sent in vain 

To cloud the life of man. 

For so it is — while pleasure's smile, 
And friendship's voice are near, 

Their lulling spells the heart beguile 
To think its home is here. 

And not till by some adverse gale 

To surer refuge driven — 
Not 'till earth's dearest treasures fail, 

Seek we our rest in Heaven. 
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But He who paved the j&elds with flow'rs, 

And gave the stars to shine, 
*]VIid thousand prayers remembers ours, 

'Mid thousands answers thine. 

He clothes the orchard in its bloom. 

The forest-depths in shade — 
Gives the rich hawthorn its perfume, 

And marks the cowslip fade. 

And He is round about thy path. 

Watching with ceaseless care — 
Counting the beatings of thine heart — 

The tresses of thine hair. 

Without His Will thoii canst not tread 

On one projecting thorn — 
One tear of lone dejection .shed, 

Or feel one gift withdrawn. 

If gloomy cares thy mind oppress, 

If friendship soothe thee not, 
Yet with a Father's tenderness 

He guides thy daily lot. 

He bids thee bless the auspicious hour 

That called thee into birth. 
The Heir of an immortal dower, 

Beyond the bounds of earth. 

Oh ! trust Him still ! and rolling spheres, 

When time hath passed away. 
Shall join thy song thro' endless years. 

Blessing thy natal day. 
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TO HESTER. 



They call thee Myrtle, Hester dear, 
The flower that loves the shade, 

That hides from tempests gathering near, 
* In the forest's thickest glade. 

And be thou like the myrtle 

When aught of harm impends, 

Impregnably surrounded 

With the love of chosen friends. 

They have named thee Myrtle, Hester, 

That fair and graceful thing 
Which clothes the bright Italian year 

In the fadeless charms of spring ; 
And thus where'er thy voice is heard — 

Thy gentle presence known — 
Be thoughts of love and gladness stirred, 

And hushed each harsher tone. 

Too deep thy cherished feelings — 

Too faint the Myrtle's breath, 
To waste their treasured sweetness 

On barren moor or heath ; 
Yet gives the flower its fragrance forth 

To southern breeze and shower — 
And thou thine heart's rich wealth of thought, 

In friendship's genial hour. 
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Then keep the graceful emblem, 

And keep thine every thought 
Pure as its stainless blossoms, 

With choicest incense fraught. 
And keep thine heart's first freshness 

Like the Myrtle's tender green, 
Undimmed through all the changes 

Of life's conflicting scene. 



ACROSTIC 

TO ONE OF MY PUPILS ON HER BIRTHDAY. 

S ay, darling child ! what strain will please thee best 

n the bright mom of innocent Thirteen ? 
P resent and Past alike in sunshine drest — 
H ope's rainbow gilding all the Future scene ; 

1 n life's long journey seems no stage so sweet 

A 8 the fair flowering spring, where youth and child- 
hood meet. 

B lessings on that young heart ! earth's choicest — 

dearest — 
U nflattering friendship, and unfaltering love — 
R ichest of all, and to that young heart nearest, 
T he dew of Heaven, the Wisdom from above — 
T he dwelling on the Rock which tempests may not 

move. 

Worcuier. 
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"THE ANCHOR HOLDS." 

THB DYING W0BD8 ADD IfXSSAOE OF HVR YALUXD rRXBND BEKJAXIN 

XOBOTD or BRADrOBD; USED BEPKATEDLT BT HXX IK 

HIS LAST HOURS. 

I. 

'TwAs the sainted one^s last message, ere his lips were 

sealed in death — 
High rose the Kiver's swelling surge, yet faltered not 

his faith. 
The hand whose hold was loosed on earth — on all that 

earth contained, 
Unshaken in its dying grasp the Anchor still retained. 
" Household voices round me die ; 

Darkness all my sense enfolds ; 
Jordan's banks before me lie ; 

Yet in death the Anchor holds T^ 

II. 

And such hath been the parting word, whatever its 

phrase or tone, 
Of the thousand times ten thousand, safe gathered round 

the Throne. 
In cot or palace, sea or shore, Home-hearth or desert 

lone. 
One is the Christian's dying hope — his soul's reliance 

one, 

l2 
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Each in turn, this glorious truth 

Meekly, solemnly, upholds ; 
" Staff alike of age and youth. 

Firm the Gospel Anchor holds !" 

III. 

And such the record, traced in light, of all whose lives 

were poured, 
In the faithful fearless days of old, for a Saviour's Name 

and Word. 
The noble Martyr- army, overmastering flame and flood, 
Calmly thro* this endured to death, resisting unto 
blood. 
Tortures fierce the victim tear ; 

Wreathing fire his frame enfolds ; 
Kaging waves his doom prepare ; 
Yet the Martyr's Anchor holds ! 

IV. 

And such Faith's living utterance, in sorrow's darksome 

hour. 
When earthly treasures and delights forget their wonted 

power ; 
When the thick-brooding clouds of care no rainbow- 
gleam display. 
And the crushed heart grows sick with grief, and chill, 
the warm blood's play. 
Then, amid the cloudiest scene. 

Faith the eternal Vault beholds. 
Where, within the blue Serene, 

Fast the Mourner's Anchor holds. 
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V. 



And such Faith's passive confidence, when, by fierce 

pain unmanned. 
Frail human nature sinks o'ermatched, unnerved in heart 

and hand. 
Oh I grief the weakest learn to bear, but pain subdues 

the strong — 
Count that for Faith, which wavereth not, when sickness 
wasteth long I 
Languid grow the eyes and dim ; 
Fever all the frame enfolds. 
Preying slow on life and limb ; — 

Yet the Sufferer's Anchor holds ! 

VI. 

4 

And thou^ whose bark no storm hath riven, — ^no adverse 

current cross 'd. 
Watch thou, that in a prosperous gale the Anchor be 

not lost. 
Think not to lay it idly by, till tempests threaten near ; 
But have it ever full in sight, if thou wouldst safely 
steer. 
Life's long voyage to thine eye 

Fairest prospect wide unfolds ; — 
Fear not change of wind or sky, 
If in joy the Anchor holds I 

WriUen during Ulnaa. Croydon : Beewd Months 1858. 
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THE FOLLOWING LINES WERE COMPOSED 
IN A DREAM AT NIGHT. 

Cbotdoh, 13th of SaoovD Month, 1888. 

Thou that art Light, direct — 
Thou that art Wisdom, guide — 
Thou that art Power, protect — 
Thou that art Loye, provide I 



THE SISTERS. 

Two on earth, and Two* in Hearen — 
Two in bliss and Two in care — 

Two on life's rough ocean driven — 
Two beyond the shoal and snare. 

Two in budding beauty gathered 
To the Blossom- Land on high, 

Ere the first rude storm was weathered. 
Or the morning dews were dry. 

Two in ripened bloom unfolded. 
Side by side upgrowing still ; 

By each passing influence moulded. 
Places in earth's garden fill. 

* Two Siaters of the Writer, who died in infancy. 
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Two that knew not half the blessing 

Of parental life-long love, 
Parted from its first caressing 

To their Saviour's fold above. 



Two beneath its full intenseness 

Blest, (how blest) from year to year, 

Tlirough the youthful age defenceless. 
Through the sterner mid -career. 

Two in infant gladness turning 

From the joy-stream to its source — 

Two the lesson slowly learning, 
Of that stream's perturbed course. 

Which more blest? The early sainted, 
Or the wrestlers for the Prize ? 

They^ by earthly breath untainted — 
These, close bound with earthly ties. 

They, whose eyes, serenely closing, 
Never saw " the evil day'' — 

These, whose eyes, in faith reposing, 
Hope to see it pass away. 

They, who unto Nature's glory. 
From the child-trance never woke ; 

Unto whom, in olden story. 
Sage or Poet never spoke. 
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ThesBy who revel in the beanty 
Earth and skies around them pour ; 

Hold the sacred clue of Duty, 

High on Thought's free pinions soar. 

These^ the warfare weakly waging — 
ITiey, the crown*d without the strife— 

These, in life's high tasks engaging — 
They, beside the fount of life I 



Who can tell ? In vain the question — 
This enough for each to know, 

Equal mercy watches o'er them, 
Those on high, and these below. 

One alone, All-wise, All-seeing, 
End from first beginning sees ; 

Ere He calls us into being. 
Marking out our destinies. 

One His family, though parted. 

Some on earth, and some in Heaven ; 

One the Household-band, true-hearted, 
Tho' in twain its links be riven. 



These perchance, their lot comparing. 
Fain would deem it best to die. 

Ere the light, too broadly glaring. 
Chase the rainbow from the sky ; 
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Ere the blight of sin and sorrow, 
Scathe the young heart in its joy ; 

Ere we dread the coming Morrow, 
Ere we feel the Present cloy. 

** Par, far better !*' Thus we reason 

In our finite human speech ; 
Yet be sure in fittest season 

Comes the summons unto each. 

Blessed Babes ! (of such His Kingdom ;) 

Blessed Pair I forsaken not, 
While Almighty Love and Wisdom 

Still control their changing lot. 

Whatsoe'er to Theae henceforward 

Be of good or ill in store, 
May their course be ever onward. 

Till they reach the Eternal Shore. 

There^ when long with tide and current 
Both thro* wind and wave have striven. 

Be it given to each loved Parent 
To embrace them All in Heaven ! 

Croydon: IQth of Tenth Month, 1858. 
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** Let vm therefore oome boldlj unto the Throne of Grace, that we may 
obtain menqr, and And fraoe to help in time of need." 

Hebrkws it. 16. 

The ** time of need !*' Ah ! little know*st thou now, 
Thou of the laughing lip and sunny brow ; 
In the first freshness of thy morning hours, 
In the first conscious glow of untried powers, 

When such shall be. 
No want, no wish, but, soon as felt fulfilled, 
No bright hope crushed, no young aspiring chiird, 
No trace of tears upon that mantling cheek — 
Thou wonderest that the Sacred Page should speak 

Of need to thee ! 
Yet will it come, thou know'st not whence or when ; 
O ! seek betimes the Grace that can sustain thee then. 

For unto all it cometh, soon or late. 

Slow creeping change, or sudden stroke of fate. 

The wakening from sweet childhood's rainbow trance — 

The bounding spirits quell'd as years advance, 

By coil and care : 
The sundering of affection's sacred ties ; 
The tempest shock when passion's surges rise ; 
The Syren- voice of Pleasure, or the maze 
Of Folly, with its thousand winding ways ; 

Each step a snare ; 
These will overtake, thou know'st not how or when ; 
O ! seek betimes the Grace that can sustain thee then. 

In thine own spirit, in the world around. 

By day, by night, thy ** time of need" is found ; 
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Perchance when all combine their aid to lend, 
Perchance when e'en thy bosom's dearest friend 

Suspects it not : 
The heart hath joys and sorrows all its own, 
By Human sympathy unfelt, unknown ; 
And oft the sense of need is heavier there, 
Than when with outward ills thou seem'st to share 

The common lot. 
Then lift the young heart in its strength and glee, 
To seek that Grace Divine which then can succour thee. 

So shalt thou find, in sorrow's darkest hour, 
A guiding Light, a sheltering Arm of power. 
In pain and sickness on a Hand unseen 
Thine aching head in sweet repose shall lean ; 
And in the vigil by the loved one's bed, 
A viewless Presence from His wings shall shed 

The healing balm. 
So through each changeful scene of life below, 
One place of sure retreat thine heart shall know ; 
So shall thy faith be steadfast, in the day 
When the Death- Angel on thy brow shall lay 

His icy palm. 
So in that last and sorest ** time of need," 
That Kock shall fail thee not — ^that Grace thy cause 
shall plead. 

Croydon ; Tioe^ Month, 1858. 
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HYMN FOR THE YOUNG. 



"Oh I satiBfy Tu early with Thy meroy ; that we may nyoioe and be 
glad all our days." Psalm xc. U. 



Father, to Thee our hearts we raise 

In this our spring-tide fair, 
And make our own, in childhood's days, 
, The reverend Prophet's prayer. 

They say our sunny morning prime 

Is all too bright to last ; 
They tell us of an ** evil time'' 

To come when youth is past. 

Scarce can our hearts the tale believe, 
(So light their pulses bound,) • 

That aught should e'er their hopes deceive, 
Their ardent schemes confound. 

Yet since Thy Holy Book hath taught 
The sure and solemn truth, 

'Oh ! be those higher blessings sought 
Which perish not with youth. 

How shall we keep the tender blue 
Of childhood's skies unstained? — 

Undried the morning's crystal dew — 
The Child's Heart improfaned ? 
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How thro' a world of strife and snares, 

In safety shall we tread ? 
Unblighted by its cankering cares, 

Unshackled by its dread. 

How shall we guard Home's sacred spells, 

Thro' life's long dreary track ? 
How call from Memory's secret cells. 

Their holiest echoes back ? 



Father, for this to Thee we turn ; 

'Tis Thine to keep us Thine ; 
Oh ! let Thy Love within us bum, 

Thy Light around us shine. 



So let Thy Mercy fill the void 

E'en by the young heart known, 

That from the Pleasure -stream, uncloyed, 
We take a joyous tone. 



So satisfy us with Thy Grace, 
Li early youth bestowed. 

That thro' the long and slippery race, 
We swerve not from the road. 

Thus as with growing years we find. 
While earth-bom hopes decay. 

The yearnings of the immortal mind 
Thou only canst allay ; 
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Still, a6 we act our several parts, 
Do Thou vouchsafe to send 

Thy Peace within our heart of hearts, 
To keep us to the end. 

CVoyc/oji ; Fourth Month, 1859. 
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